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TO 

HENRY  Lord  OGLE, 

SON  to  his  GRACE 

HENRT  Duke  of  NEWCASTLE,  &c. 

TH  E  great  Obligations  I  received  from  my  molt  Noble 
(Patron,  your  iUuflriom  Grandfather ,  and  the  favours 
conferred  upon  me  by  your  Excellent  Father  (  amongB 
which ,  lean  think  none  greater  than  his  recommending  me  to  your 
Lordfhips  Kjndnefi  and  Protection )  have  engaged  me  to  make  this 
acknowledgment  of  my  Duty  to  your  LordJJtip  ;  and  to  beg  that  you 
will  own  me,  and  defend  tlds  Cpmedy.  I  hope  I  Jhall,  hereafter, 
be  able  to  prefentyou  with  Jomething'  hnore  worthy  your  Acceptance  ; 
but  let  this  fuffice  to  give  )su  a  tithe  to  ttie ,  and  all  my  endeavors , 
which,  as  often  as  lean,  (halUbe  employ’d  to  ferVe you. 

Had  you  not  been  obliged  by  the  commands  of  your  Father  to  fa¬ 
vour  and  proteH  me  •  yet,  from  you  I  Jhould.  have  hop’d  to  have 
found  Patronage ;  forthe  great  LoVe  whichyou  have  for  Arts  and 
Sciences,  which  Would  haVe  made  you  cherijb  my  endeavors  towards 
them  :  P>y  this  inclination  you  givfe  us  early  proofs  of  your  inheriting 
the  Vertnes  of  your  Ancestors,  as  you  are  like  to  do  their  Fortunes  ; 
which  with  the  great  acccffion  by  your  Match  ivith  the  Noble  and 
(Renowned  Family  of  the  Piercies,  will  make  your  Lordflup  the 
greateft  SubjeSl  of  England.  And,  by  your  early  Vertnes,  you 
give  all,  that  know  you,  hopes  that  you  will  be  able  to  maintain  that 
Character,  by  all  the  qualities  that  become  ji  great  Man  :  And ,  from 
the  two  Noble  Stocks  of  Cavendiflvwi  Pievcy  ,  Posterity  ishke 

A  i  to 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

to  fee  a  race  of  true  ,  and  not  omantick  Heroes ,  mho  may  ferVe 
their  Trince  Mirtuoujly ,  and  that  'fray  oblige  their  Countrey  as  >e 
doubt  not  but  your  Lordfhip  wilh 

My  Lord,  it  has  been  the  cuflom  of  Dedicators  of  late  to  make 
the  Fraif ’s  they  give'  to  their  Matrons  f )  extravagant ,  that  they  be¬ 
come  Abufes,  and  therefore  1  am  loath  to  fay  what  1  think  :  only  one 
< virtue  of  your  Lordfhips  I  am  too  much  pleas’d  with  not  to  mention  ■, 
which  is,  that  in  this  Age,  when  Learning  is  grown  contemptible  to 
tbofe  who  ought  mofi  to  advance  it ,  and  Greek  and'  Latin  Sence  is 
defpifed,  and  French  and  Englifli  Nonfence  applauded ,  when  the 
ancient  Nobility  and  Gentry  of  England,  who  not  long  fince  were 
famous  for  their  Learning ,  have  now  fent  into  the  World  a  certain 
kind  of  fpurious  brood  of  illiterate  and  degenerous  Youth  ,  your 
Lord/hip  dares  love  Books,  and  labour  to  have  Learning.  And 
may  your  Lordfhip  go  on  in  this  ^virtuous  race  you  have  begun,  that 
fo  you  may  be  a  TroteElion  to  your  Servants ,  a  Confolation  to  your 
Friend’s,  and  an  Honour  to  your  Countrey  -,  which  is  the  hearty 
Wifh  of 

My  Lord,  • 

Your  Lordfliips  moft  Obedient 

humble  Servant 

T'ba.  Shadwell* 


Prologue. 

Spoken  by  Anthony  Lee. 

LOrd !  how  the  Poets  in  thefe  times  will  pine. 
For  folid  Dulnefs  they  muji  all  defign , 

IVhen  JYit  wont  fell,  and  they  fhall  lofe  French  Wine. 
Nnd  what  can  Players  hope  for  in  thefe  days , 

/Then  er  the  Idle  Touth  for  Jake  our  Plays. 

The  empty  Head,  that  never  thought  before 
But  on  New  fafbions,  or  a  frejh  new  fp'hore  : 

IVho ,  without  us,  no  afternoon  could  fpend. 

Nor  {hew  Himfelf,  nor  meet  a  fecret  Friend , 
fVhom  mounting  fr <?m  the  Pit  weufetofee 
( Fcr  dangerous  Intrigues)  to  tti  Gallery. 

JYhere  ftead  of  Maidenheads  *tis  oft  his  hap 
By  bold  advent' ring  to  at  (thieve  a  Clap, 

Or  down  he  comes,  and  lolls  t  th  Orange -wenches  lap , 
For  News  he  now  walks  gravely  up  and  down , 
j4nd  every  Fof  s  a  Politician  grown, 

Infiead  of - 

Pox  here's  no  Company ,  let's  to*  White-hall, 

Or  to  the  Park ,  or  where  is  there  a  Ball  ? 

JYhat  News  /  ha  ye  been  at  Weftminfter  to  day? 
How  move  the  French  ?  what  do  the  great  Ones  fay  l 
Things  go  not  well ,  we  wijhwe  know  not  what ; 

But  there  are  fome  can  tell ,  were  fure  of  that : 
With  Politick  Jhrug,  and  notable  wife  look , 

They  cenfureCouncels,  whone'r  read  a  Book. 

The  Citty  who  with  his  Wife  and  hopeful  Son 
IVould  come  t3  a  merry  Play ,  now  all  does  fhun, 
ylnd  on  the  Guard  learns  to  let  off  a  Gun. 

Others  their  Shops  and  precious  IVares  neglett, 
lYith  their  wife  Heads  the  Nation  to  protect  : 

Ev'n  Bulks  all  day  of  Tenants  are  bereft ; 

For  News  ftitching,  and  fnging  P films  are  left . 

Each  Coffee-houfe  is  fill  d  with  fubtle  folk, 

Who  wifely  talk ,  and  politickly  fmoke. 

To  them  whofe  Bight  h  is,  leave  Government, 

Afnd  cometo  us,  we  'll  give  you  all  content  ; 


•••  - 


Full  Theatres]  like  overflowing  Ni!@J 
Shew  Puce  and  Plenty  in  this  happy  I  fie. 

The  Nation's  weather-glafs  a  Play-houfe  is  J 
j4nd  when  we  thrive 5  you  never  do  amifs. 

Fear  not  that  we'll  offend  you  with  much  wit 3 
This  day  we  promife  you  [hall  quiet  fit , 
jfnd  have  a  Play  for  men  of  bufinefs  fit  : 
Nnd  though  you  cruelly  fhould  Damn  that  Playy 
Til  hang ,  if  J  don't  make  you  laugh  to  day , 


t  ‘  v  v  \  \  \  vv>  ';V  iSF  V(  KnoAV  i  JL, 

JDrammatis  PerJon<e, 

Sir H«nthr,, Scurgmt,  |AProd!gal, Extravagant,  and Luxurioua 


,rr!P'  tHis  two  Friends. 

/vtldman,  5 

Gripe  JA  miferable  Wretch,  that  denies  himfelf  all  Neceffa- 
'  '  i-  ries,  very  Jealous  of  his  Wife. 

Richard,  his  Man. 

cA  foolilh  Debauched  hot-headed  Fellow,  al- 
Sir Chriftopher  Swajh,  <  ways  Drinking  and  Scowring,  defirous  to 

C  be  thought  a  mad  Fellow. 

Heildehrand,  ~i 

pT wo  Bullies,  followers  of  Sir  Chriftopher. 

Blunderbus ,  j 

Sir  Nich.  Peakgoofe,  A  fneaking  Cully,  noied  by  a  Whore. 

Steward  to  Sir  Humphrey. 

Mrs.  Gripe,  Gripe's  Wile,  th  e  Woman-Captain. 

Serjeant. 

Phillis,  Sir  Humphrey's  Whore. 

Gloria,  Sir  Chnftophsr's  Whore.  - 

Celia ,  Sir  Nicholas's  Whore. 

Bawd,  Fool,  High-Conftable,  Conftable,  Watch,  Servants,  Market- 
Women,  Apprentices,  Parfon,  Soldiers,  &c. 
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Epilogue. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  tBarrey)  who  ailed  the  Woman-Captain 

X 

\JLJ  Ho  dares  deny  the  Poet '  his  applanfe 
\  V  When  I  am  Champion ,  and  affert  his  caufe  ? 

Let  him  be  Bully ,  ne'r  Jo  flout  and  tall , 

3  S death  I'll  not  fear  the  briskejl  of  ye  aH: 

No ,  though  ye  Rant  and  Roar ,  fometimes  Lights 

I've  that  which  never  fails  to  do  me  right. 

Tour  would-be  Wits  love  what  is  fight  and  bright 
In  T inf  el- wit  ,  juft  like  their  own  delight  , 
y^nd  Plays  like  Birth -day  Suits ,  made  for  a  Night, 

Thefe  are  o  rejoy’d  to  have  a  jejl  at  hand 
That  cofls  but  little  Wit  to  under  ft  and . 

Good  f  ence ,  like  folid  Meat  to  ftckly  Men , 
y4s  foon  as  fw allow ed,  is  thrown  up  agen  ; 
yfna  for  ftrong  Meats ,  but  few  of  ye  are  fit, 

Who  to  meet  Wit ,  fbould  come  with  etpual  Wit , 
yfnd  faith  of  late,  that's  but  thin  fowni'tti  Pit, 

He  found  by  s  l aft,  you  would  not  like  what  s  good , 

Though  it  was  praifed  by  all  that  under  flood. 

Remembring  how  you  ufed  that  laft  he  writ. 

He  made  this  low,  fo  to  your  level  fit . 

Plenty  of  Noife ,  and  fear  city  of  Wit - 

The  Devil's  in  you  all ,  if  this  don't  hit : 

Tet  after  all ,  if  any  one  there  be 
So  care  lefts  of  his  life  to  anger  me] 

In  daring  to  difpraife  the  Play,  or  yfffiori] 

There  take  my  Glove,  for  I ll  have  Satis fattion* 
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(  i  5 

■.  t  . '  -  *i  •  • , 

- - — - » - 


ACT.  L 


Enter  Sir  Humphrey  Scattergocd  dr  effing ,  Steward  and  Fool , 
mtb  a,  number  of  old  Servants . 

i  «SVry.  Ood  your  Worfliip  !  Turn  us  not  away.  I  liv'd 

g  with  my  old  Matter  Thirty  years  and  upwards. 

7.  Serv.  1  And  I  fifty. 

Sir  Hump.  ^"^-^Yes!  he  lov’d  an  old-fafliion’d  block-headed  greafy 
Servingman,  whofe  Cloaths  were  died  with  Drippings  of  March  Beer, 
andwhofe  Beards  ftunk  of  Beef  andBrewis,  and  his  Breath  like  the 
fume  of  an  Alms-Tub. 

3  Serv.  We  are  all  old,  and  have  liv’d  a  long  time  here. 

Sir  Hum^h.  Ye  have  the  more  reafon  to  go  away  now ,  you  are 
purfy,  lazy,  clumfy  Rogues.  The  time  my  Father  swill  requir’d  you 
to  be  here  is  out.  This  is  my  happy  Day  of  four  and  twenty  ,  till 
which  long  time  my  Father’s  Will  kept  me  from  my  Eftate.  I  now 
difcard  ye  all;  now  I’ll  be  Matter,  I  have  provided  afctof  French - 
fellows  to  ferve  me .  they  are  fit  for  Service. 

Stew.  They  are  for  Slavery ,  They  are  born  and  bred  to  it:  But  it 
was  never  good  time  fince  English  Fools  were  ferv’d  by  French 
Rogues. 

Sir  Humph.  Hey!  Dubois!  give  ’em  40/.  a  piece  to  drink,  and  fend 
£fn  packing. 

Servants.  Good  my  Lord,  We  befeech  your  Lordfhip. - * 

Dubois.  Wait  without  !  [  Ex .  all ,  but  Steward  and  F00L 

Sir  Hum  &  Halet  de  Qhambre. 

Sir 
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(  2.) 

Sir  Humph.  How  now ,  why  flays  that  Fool  ? 

Fool.  Becaufe  that  Fool  hasmore  wit  than  to  go  away. 
Sir  Humph.  Sirrah !  begon  /.  I  will  not  keep  you. 


Fool.  Some  body  I  fee  has  us’d  wicked  Court  Policy  to  fupplant  me 
in  my  employment. 

Sir  Humph,  1 11  keep  no  Fool,  tis  out  of  fafhion  for  great  Men  to 
keep  Fools. 

Foot.  Becaufe  now  ad  ays  they  are  their  own  Fools ,  and  fo  fave 
Charges  .-.But  for  all  that  they  delight  in  Fools  out  of  Livery.  When 
do  you  fee  any  of  ’em  favour  a  Wit  ? 

Sir  Humph.  Ill  have  none,  ’tis  exploded  ev’n  upon  the  Stage. 

Fool,  But  for  all  \.\\zzSh^efpe*rts  Fools  had  more  Wit  than  .any  of 
the  Wits  and  Criticks  now  adays :  Well,  if  the  Hiflory  of  Fools 
were  written,  the  whole  Kingdom  would  not  contain  the  Library  • , 
yet  a  vaft  number  of  Pools  have  been  in  Print,  and  written  their 
o.vvn  Hiftories. 

Sir  .Humph.  You  are  a  Satyrical  Fool,  and  will  give  offence. 

Foot.  Indeed  this  Age  is  not  able  to  bear  Satyr ;  and  yet  ’tis  a  very 
laughing  jeering  age :  all  Fools  laogh  at  one  another ,  and  fcarce  any 
one  is  fuch  a  Fool,  but  he  has  a  fob- Fool  that  he  can.  laugh  at— — 

Sir  Humph.  Begon  Sirrah  •  I’ll  have  no  fooling. 

Fool.  Good  Sir  Humphrey,  I  will  be  a  falhionable  Fool ,  and  learn 
tolilp,  fpeak  French,  and  be  very  much  affetfled.  I  will  be  a  well- 
bred  Fool,  a  Flatterer,  or  a  Pimp,  if  y ou  pleafe,  you  may  turn  away, 
a  Knave  or  a  Chaplain  for  me. 

Sir  Humph.  Who  waits  there !  take  away  the  Fool  /  [  They  thru ft. , 
Well,  Mr.Steward,  upon  condition  you  will  leave  off  your  milerable. 
advice,  and  follow  my  Inftrudtions,  I  receive  you  agen. 

Stew.  Since  it  muft  be !  I’ll  endeavour  to  obey  you  in-all. 

Sir  Humph..  Put  fomePulvilio  into  my,  Peruke/  givemefomeTu- 
berofe.  You  old  Fool  reach  fome  Grange-Flower  water  for  my  Hand¬ 
kerchief,  how  do  you  like  this  1 

Stew.  I  dare  not  tell  you. 

Sir  Htmph.  I’ll  give  you  leave. 

Stew.  Met h inks !  it  is  unmanly  to  keep  fuch  a  ftir  about  ones  Body,’ 
I’d  rather  be  embalm’d,  like  an  Egyptian  body ,  once  for  all ,  and 
make  no  more  trouble  of  it. 

"  Sir  Humph.  Thou  doft  not  confider  what  a  {linking  Animal  man  is, 
exceeding  all  Beafts  in  {linking,  and  wouldft  thou  not  have  one  mol-; 
lifieihtle  Natural  imperfeftions - 

Stew.  I  woulc,  have  you  cleanly ,  and  ferve  God  as  pay  old  Mr.  did  j 
fore  your  Worlhip  does  not  confider- — $ir 


(3) 

Sir  Humph.  Yes  fool— I  do  nothing  but  eonfider  how  I  may  pleafc 
every  fenfe,  I  have.  They  were  not  given  me  in  vain.  No— all  my 
ftudy  (hall  be  bent  to  find  variety  oi  Delights,  and  when  my  own 
too  barren  fancy  flops,  I’ll  have  a  Council  wittier  than  Nero's ,  to  in¬ 
vent  new  Pleafures. 

Enter  Bellamy  and  Wildman. 

Bell..  Good  morrow  to  my  Lord  of  Land  and  Timber  '■  long  may’ft 
thou  live  and  ilourifli  in  thy  pleafures.  The  happy  day  is  now  arriv’d 
that  makes  thee  Matter  of  thy  Acres,  and  thy  felf. 

fVtldm.  AThoufand  Joys  fall  on  you.  The  Slavery  you  did  endure 
under  your  wretched  Father,  will  make  you  relifli  the  Liberty  you 
now  arrive  at. 

Sir  Humph.  And  I  will  ufe  it  to  the  full  !  nor  Land  nor  Sea  (hall 
bound  my  pleafures — -what  e'r  theGlobe  affords  I’ll  have  to  fatisfe 
my  Luxury. 

Bell.  Virtuoufly  refolved. 

IVildm.  Joy  of  my  heart :  go  on. 

Sir  Humph.  I  Married  one  young  fond  fool,  and  broke  her  heart  al¬ 
ready  ;  But  now  I  keep  a  Whore,  or  Whores. 

Stew.  Yes,  all  the  Parifh  from  fifteen  to  five  and  thirty. 

Bed.  Virtuous  ftilL 

Stew.  Excellent  Councellors  for  the  fpeedy  confounding  of  an 
Eftate. 

Sir  Humph.  You  that  were  my  Father’s  good  old  Steward,  and  are 
my  formal  Coxcomb :  I  have  taken  a  new  courfe ,  and  fo  muft  you : 
I’ll  not  be  ferv’d  fo  naftily  as  in  my  days  of  Nonage ,  or  as  my  Father 
was  ;  as  if  his  Meat  had  been  drefs’dat  Pj/eeCorner ,  by  greafy  Scul¬ 
lions  there.  His  boyl’d  meat, a  little  Mutton  with  a  fprig  of  Rofetnary, 
and  a  vaft  deal  of  lean  Oatmeal  Pottage. 

fVildm.  And  Mutton  roafted  as  if  it  were  preferib’d  for  the  Pox, 
and  of  huge Leicejlerjhire  peafe-fed  Sheep ,  as  rank  as  old  He-Goate, 
and  the  Poultry  died  all  of  Hedick  Feavers. 

Bell.  And  Sallets  wither’d ,  the  fruit  Crab  apples,  Sweetings  and 
Horfe  Plumbs  ;and  for  Confedions,a  few  Carraways  in  a  ffnall  Sawcer, 
as  if  his  Worfhip  s  Houfe  had  been  a  Lowfie  Inn. 

Sir  Humph.  Then  three  or  four  monftrous  Olives,  with  a  fpoonful 
or  two  of  damnable  (harp  Capers,  and  Suffolk  Cheefe. 

Steve.  Thefe things  my  good  old  Matter  was  pleas’d  with,  or  he  had 
not  fo  increas’d  his  Wealth. 

B  a  Sir 


(4) 

Sir  Humph.  He  did  well :  and  I  will  revet  now  with  what  he  left.' 
Choak  not  me  with  your  Providence  with  a  Pox  to  you- - - 

Bell.  Wou’d  you  feed  my  Lord  like  a  Country  Juftice  of  300  l.  a 
year,  that  has  no  gufto  l - 

SVild.ru.  Or  like  a  Lawyer  in  Rum-4Hey,  or  Attorneys  joyning  their 
6d.  a  piece  at  a  greafy  Cooks. 

Bell.  That  for  their  Suppers  fcore  their  penyworth  ofTallow-cheefe 
at  a  Chandlers,  with  every  one  hisjug  and  Pipe  of  Mundungus. — 

Stew.  Be  pleas’d  to  inftrud me,  and  I  (hall  obey. 

Sir  Humph,.  My  chief  Cook  has  a  Book  drawn  up  by  thefe  Gentle¬ 
men,  and  my  felf:  Read  and  be  learned. — There  you  (hall  find  what 
is  in  feafon  ft  ill-,- the  youngeft  Meat  always  moft  nouri(hing.-.-The 
new  fain  Lamb.  The  tender  Kid,  and  young  fat  Pigs.  Veals  fed  with 
Milk,  Whitebread,  and  new-laid  Eggs ,  with  young  fat  Beefs,  and 
fraalleft  Forreft  Mutton,  fat  Bucks  for  Summer,  Barren  Does  for 
Winter. 

fVildm.  Fawns  out  of  their  Dams  Bellies  ript,  Gelt  Goats,  Bruis’d 
Venifon,  Sucking  Rabbits,  Leverets,  Doufets,  Wh  ite  Haws,  Velvet 
Head  and  Ears,  Shoulders  of  Venifon  in  the  Kell  with  blood. 

Bell. Turkeys, Pea-Hens,  Pullets,  Capons,  Ducks,  with  Geefe  fo 
cramb’d  as  to  be  drown’d  in  fat ;  fquab  Pidgeons,  Chickens  in  the 

Greafe,  fat  Swans,  and  Barn-dore  Hens - with  clutter’d  Eggs,  that 

are  provocative. - 

Sir  Humph.  The  young  plump  Partridge,  with  the  tender  Powt ; 
ThePheafantand  the  Quail  ,  the  Rail  and  Plover,  roafted  with  the 
blood  in  ’em. 

fVddm.  The  mounting  Lark,  theMeffenger  of  Day,  the  long  bill’d. 
Cock,  that  Winter  brings  in  Mifts  -with  Snipe,.  Duck,  Teal,  the  Cur¬ 
lew  and  the  Wild-gpofe,  the  Bran  t-goofe,  Solon- goole  and  Puffin. 

Bell.  Young  Rooks  ,  and  new  hatch’t  Martins,  the  Black- bird  , 
Felfare,  Thrufli  and  Wheat-Ear, which  far  excels  the  Roman  Beceficu. 

Sir  Humph.  Lmcolujhire  Fowl  that’s  fatted  with  fweet  Curds  ;  as 
Pewits,  Dottrils,  Gulls,  Knats,  Ruffs  and  Reeves.  All  thele  I  have 
had,  and  you  muft  now  provide. 

Stew.  All  this  (half  be' done,  and  your  Worlhip  undone.-- - 

Sir  Humph.  And  then  for  Fifli  what  the  vaft  Seas  afford,  Ponds,  Im- 
menfe  Lakes  and  Rivers  too !  Brett,  Mullet  ,  Turbet,  Smelt,  Plaice, 
Scate,  Cod-whiting,  andthe  old  Organ  Ling  with  gold  Flakes,  with 
heightningSturgeontoftirup-my blood  -  provoking  Oifters,,  andthe. 
iufty  Lobfter :  Crabs,  Ahrirpps,  Crafilh  Pottage,  Mufcles  and  Cockles, 
and  diffolved  Pearl  and  Amber  in  my  fa  wee. . 

«  •  Wildm i. 
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IVilim.  The  Lufcto,  Eel,  the  Trout,  Char  Tench,  Perch,  calverd 
Salmon:  And  from  the  Ponds,  over- grown  Pikes,  Carps,  Breams, 
Torecelis.  The  German  Fifh  as  fat  as  Bucks  in  ;4uguft. 

Sir  Humph.  And  when  I  would  cocker  up  my  felf,  Rams-Cods, 
Lambftones,  Bucks,  Dowfets,  Sparrows,  Brains,  the  fpawn  of  Fifh, 
flakes  of  piled  butter’d  Eggs  with  Ambergreece;  and  when  my  tafte 
grows  Wanton,  I  will  feed  on  Mufliroons,  and  on  Frogs,  and  have  a 
race  of  large  Italian  Snails,  young  Tortoifes  dreftcoftly  in  their  fliells, 
and  Squirrels  flefti,  which  is  diffolved  Nuts,  and  the  Indian  Birds- 
Nett  mollifi’d  in  Broath. 

JViUtm.  Then  Pirmicelti ,  Potato  and  7 artonphily ,  and  flatulent 
Roots  to  ftir  up  and  to  enable  Appetite. 

Stew.  I  ihould  have  taken  thefe  hard  Words  for  conjuring,  but 
why  mud  your  Worfliip  have  French  Cooks.  Methinks  my  Matters 
old  EnglilhCookmiid  ,  with  good  ttore  ol  Parfley  and  Butter  5  did 
very  well. 

Sir  Humph.  Away  you  Coxcomb :  Let  it  be  your  care  to  keep  my 
Cellar  always  full  as  it  is  now. 

Stew.  I  am  acquainted  with  my  old  Matter’s  Merchant,  he  us’d  to 
let  him  have  very  good  Langoon  and  Burdeaux. 

Si?  Humph .  Porters  and  Carriers  fliall  drink  that  ;  I’ll  have  Pin 
d' aye,  higRCountry  Wine,  Frontiniac .  all  the  delicious  Wines  of 
Italy  and  Spain  ;  the  richer  Wines  of  Greece  and  Sicily. 

Bell.  And  Celery,  Champaign  and  Burgundy  ,  with  Pin  de  Bon ,  Pin 
Celefline,nn&  Hermit  age  5and  all  the  Wines  upon  the  fruitful  Rhine. 

Sir  Humph.  When  I  debauch,,  the  Yeoman  of  my  Wine-cellar, 
dre*tt  like  God  Bacchus,  fqueezes  his  twined  Wreaths  of  Grapes  upon 

Us - And  we  have  floods  of  this  Poetick  Juyce. :  But  do  you  hear. 

Steward,  I  mufl  have  W'hores  in.  abundance ;  fee  you  provide  a 
world  of  Strumpets. 

Stew.  Does  not  your  Worfhip  miftake  me  ?  I  am  your  Steward. 

Sir  Humph.  Yes,  to  provide  me  ah  things  neceffary.  and  are  any 
things  io  necclTary  as  Whores.  I  fay,  let  me  have  Whores  innumei 
rable,  and  let  it  be  your  fpecial  care — That  every  Gentleman  that 
comes  within  thefe  Walls  may  have  his  Cher  entire. 

Stew.  Your  Worfliip  has  a  Mittrefs,  I  dare  not  call  her  Whore - • 

Sir  Humph.  I  keep  one  high  ,  becaufe  it  is  the  faihion  •  But 
for  my  ufe  1 11  have  as  many  Whores -as  mortal  mancan  turn,  him- 
felf  to.  .  ..  / 

PVildm.  Live,  lived  my  Noble  Knight,  and  be  Immortal— — - 

Bell.  Pulh  Nature  on,  my  Friend,  and  live  apace. 

Stmt. 
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Stew.  Hee’l  foon  be  at  his  Journeys  end ;  But*  the  chief  Maferial  is 
wanting  ready  Money,  I  underftand  the  Cafh  your  Father  left  is 
flown,  to  pay  in  part  your  Debts. 

Sir  Humph.  Go  to  Gripe,  my  foolifh  Kinfmanthe  Ufurer,  That  is 
fucli  anAfstodeny  allhis  Sences,  to  live  miferably  to  dye  rich :  Take 
looool.  and  let  him  have  a  Mortgage  till  I  cut  down  Timber  to  re¬ 
deem  my  dirt - begon - 

Bell.  This  damn’d  Ufurer  has  a  pretty  Wife,  Ihavea  devillifh  mind 
to  her;  but  (he’s  kept  foclofe,  though  I  have  gone  to  borrow  Money 
when  I  have  had  no  need  on’t ,  I  cannot  get  acceft  to  her  •  the  Rogue 
iu (petfts  every  Male,  from  a  Prince  to  a  Kitchin  Boy. 

Sir  Humph.  She’s  fo  pretty  on  my  Ccnfeience,  none  would  refufe 
her;  1  have  fet  fnares  for  her,  (he  can  never  be  Teen  but  out  ofaWin- 
dow,  which  is  no  bigger  than  the  hole  of  a  Pillory. 

fi'ildm.  He  locks  her  up,  and  always  carries  theKey  about  him. 

Sir  Humph.  Nay,  at  N.ght  hefows  his  Shirt  and  her  Smock  to¬ 
gether,  that  upon  any  •violent  motion  the  twitch  may  wake  him  ; 
There’s  a  Horn-preventing  Defign. 

Bell.  Faith,  that  (hall  not  do,  his  jealoufie  (hall  pimp-for  me.  Let  us 
but- wait  upon  you  in  a  vifit  to  him,  and  let  us  alone. 

Enter  a  Footman. 

Footm.  An’t  pleafe  your  Honour ,  yonder  is  a  reverend  fat  old 
Gentlewoman  defires  to  be  admitted. 

Sir  Humph.  Bring  her  in .-  a  Bawd  I  warrant  you.  [Enter  Bawd. 
Oh  honeft  Bawd  !  How  doft  thou  do  ? 

Bawd.  Do  I  whylame’n  worn  out  in  your  Wor&ips  Service  ;  I 
have  gotten  a  hoarfenels  will  never  leave  me,  with  rifing  a  Nights,  to 
let  in  your  W dr  (hip, and  your  unfeafonable  Company  to  lave  my  Win¬ 
dows  :  Well,  I  cannot  live  long. 

Sur Humph.  Thou' wilt  dye  nobly  then,  in  the  Service  of  thy 
Countrey. 

Bawd.  Nay,  Heaven  be  praised,  I  have  been  diligent  in  my  Calling, 
very  diligent  to  fupply  the  Ntceflities  of  young  Gentlemen. 

Stew.  What  a  defpioable  thing  a  Bawd  is  !  I  hate  ’em  with  my 
Heart,  filthy  Creatures. 

Wildm.  They  are  fomething  filthy  j — —But  they  are  neceflary, 
very  rteceflary. 

Bell.  Poor  Bawds  are  carted ,  while  great  Mens  Pimps  are  Com¬ 
pany  for  Lords ! 

Bawl 
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Bawd.  I  have  no  lefs  than  three  Maiden-heads  upon  my  hands ,  I 
have  agreed  with  their  Mothers  ,  who  truly  are  careful  honeft  Pa¬ 
rents,  and  love  to  provide  for  their  Children  with  a  Motherly  affe¬ 
ction.  I  (hall  have  ’em  cheap,  confidering  the  rarity  of  Maiden-heads 
in  this  Town.  I  thought  to  give  your  Worthip  notice,  if  you  have 
ufe  for  one  of  ’em. 

Sir  Humph  For  one  !  Ownds  !  I’ll  have  ’em  all.  I’ll  fpare  no 
Money.  Let  me  have  ’em  to  Morrow,  or  to  Night ;  for  fear  they 
fhould  not  keep. 

Bawd.  I  cannot  have  ’em  till  to  Morrow,  I  fear. 

Bell.  If  fo— then  let  us  have  a  Bevy  of  Whores  for  a  rank  Ball  ,  for 
we  intend  to  be  luxurious  to  Night. 

Bawd.  Ic  (hall  be  done But  I  am  almoft  faint  with  running  up  and 
down,  and  taking  pains. — — 

Sir  Humph.  Let  her  be  taken  in  and  rub’d  and  cawdled ,  as  the  - 
Good  Wives  ule  the  Phanatick  Labourers  inthe  Gofpel ;  and  let  the 
Bawd  have  Sack  enough. . 

Eootm.  It  (hall  be  done :  yonder  are  Milleners ,  Periwigg-men  and 
Perfumers,  and  Tradefmen  of  all  forts  waiting  without. 

Sir  Humph.  Bid  my  Steward  and/'i/tf  de  Chambre-dxfyitch  ’em ;  I 
hate  Bufinefs  :  Now  let  us  revel,  this  Day  I  dedicate  to  all  my  Senfes  ; 
I’ll  Feaft  ’em  all  after  we  have  Din’d  with  all  the  Luxury  Wit  can  in-- 
vent,  with  ehoiceft  Mufick,  and  the  beft  of  Women— — - 

Bell.  Whores,  you  mean. 

PVtldm.  Ay,  ay!  Whatufecanwemakeof  honeft  Women  ? 

Bell.  None ;  They  are  as  bad  as  Drones  in  a  Hive. 

Sir  Humph.  W hores  I  do  mean ;  With  whom  after  we  have  Danc’d 
and  Toy’d—I  ll  have  my  Baths  prepared  full  of  moft  fragrant  Scents. 
Where  we  will  play  and  wanton  with  our  Concubines ;  there  well 
lye  foakingtillweberefrefhed.  Then  well  come  out,  be  rufed,  and 
be  anointed  with  precious  Oyfs  and  ElTences ;  and  then  well  roll 
our  fel  ves  in  Beds  of  Orange-Flowers. 

Bell.  How  I  diflbl  ve  at  the  Defcriptionf 

Wild,  I  am  all  Extafie  already, 

* 

Enter  Celia ,  Phillis,  and  Cloris.  - 

Sir  Humph.  Oh,  here’s  my  Miftrefs. 

Omn.  We  come  to  wi(h  you  Joy,  my  dear  Lord,  of  this  happy  Day. 

Sir  Humph.  Ye  bring  it  with  you!  Gentlemen,  falute  thefe  fair 
Ladies.  .  [.They  falute . 

BtiU 
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Bell.  Are  thefe  Friends  of  your  Miftrefs,  Whores? 

Wild.  If  they  be,  as  a  hundred  to  one  they  are ,  They  are  glo¬ 
rious  ones  / 

Sir  Humph.  Fy,  fy.  Whores!  That’s  a  naughty  word.  They  are 
Ladies  •  there  are  no  Whores  but  fnch  as  are  poor  and  beat  Hemp,  and 
Whipt  by  Rogues  in  Blew  Coats. 

Bell.  They  are  brave  Magiftrates  to  commit  Adultery  themfelves , 
and  whip  poor  Wenches  for  fimple  Fornication. 

Wild.  There's  no  Law  to  whip  but  that  of  Vagrants,  and  when  a 
poor  Wench  has  laboured  in  her  Calling  feven  years  in  the  fame  Pa- 
rifh  ;  Thefe  Fellows  will  whip  her  for  a  Vagrant. 

Bell.  Thefe  old  Fellows,  that  love  it  themfelves,  think  the  Wen¬ 
ches  do  fo  too,  perhaps. 

Qhlo.  You  are  the  pattern  of  all  Knights ;  you  keep  your  Miftrefs 
fo  fine  •  I  ll  fw'ear  ’tis  very  commendable- - 

Celia.  Oh  ’tis  admirable  /  all  the  Town  admires  you  :  You  win  the 
Hearts  of  all  the  Ladies  with  it,  I  vow. 

Sir  Humph.  No!  we  muft  all  yield  to  your  Friend  Sir  Nicholas 
Peakgoofe :  He  is  the  moft  liberal  and  moft  obfequious  Keeper,  and 
ftarves  his  Wife  and  Children  for  you. 

Celia.  Imuftconfefs  he  does  pretty  well. - - 

Sir  Humph.  Why  did  you  not  bring  him  hither  ? 

Celia.  I  Ihould  be  willing  enough,  but  if  I  ufe  him  to’t  ,  he’ll 
be  always  going  abroad  in  my  Coach  with  me  :  No!  that  muft 
not  be. 

Chlo.  She  has  a  rare  hand  over  him*  if  I  could  govern  my  Gallant 
fo,  I  were  a  Princefs. 

Phitt.  I  defire  not  to  govern,  my  Dear,  if  I  have  but  thy  Love, 
Child,  I  wi'Ch  for  nothing  elfe- - But  thy  Money.  \_/4ftde. 

‘Sir  Humph.  No  more  !  No  more  /  Call  in  my  Mufick  5  and  let  Vm 
Sing  and  Play — Come  in. 


SONG. 

LOve  thee  till  there  {hall  he  an  end.  of  matter 
So  long,  till  Courtiers  leave  in  Courts  to  flatter  ; 
tVhile  empty  Courtlings  J hall  laugh ,  jeer,  and  jibe , 
Or  till  an  old  lean  Judge  ref  ufe  a  Bribe . 


Till 
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Till  Toting  men  Women  hate  3  I  will  love  thee ; 

Till  greedy  Lawyers  (hall  renounce  a  Fee , 

rftnd  nil  Decrepit  Mifers  Money  lute  ,  ^ 

Or  Statesmen  leave  to  joggle  in  a  State* 

While  Priefts  Ambition  troubles  Common-wealths, 

Till  Whores  grow  chafte  and  Thieves  for  fake  their  Stealths  • 

Till  Tradefmen  leave  to  Cozen  and  to  Lye, 

Till  there  s  a  Worthy  Flatt  rer 5  or  Brave  Spie, 

0 

Till  Hone  ft  Valiant  Men  can  be  afraid. 

Till  Kings  by  Favourites  are  not  bit  ray  d  • 

Till  all  Impofjibles  do  meet  in  one. 

Til  love  thee  Phillis,  and  Love  thee  alone . 

Sir  Humph ,  Now  let  us  retire  and  take  the  Pleafure  of  our  Gardens : 
Mufick  follow  us -  £. Exeunt  Omnes . 

Enter  Gripe  and  Richard. 

Gripe .  Come  Richard,  becaufe  thou  art  but  new  come,  I  muffin- 
ftrud  thee - Thou  (ee’ft  my  whole  Defign  is  to  be  Rich. 

Rich.  Yes,  and  to  keep  your  Servants  Poor. 

Gripe .  And  to  that  end,  I  deny  and  keep  my  bafeunru-y  Senfes  un* 
der :  for  if  any  one  fenfe  get  the  better  of  a  man  .  he’ll  ne’r  be  rich. 

Rich.  I  am  fure  I  han’t  pleas’d  one  fince  I  ca  me. 

Gripe.  That’s  well :  Let  me  have  three  Ribs  of  Mutton  boiPd  in  a 
Pipkin  for  our  Dinners;  go,  buy  me  a  lean  Bread---  lean  meat  is 
wholfomeft. 

Rich.  11 1  could  light  of  a  Sheep  that  dyd  in  a  Ditch. 

Gripe.  Ay,  that  fhould  be  cheap— befides ,  I  like  a  Natural  Death 
better  than  Murder.  To  Morrow  is  Holy- day  —  I  will  have  four  Ribs., 
and  fome  Cabbage. 

Rich.  This  is  leading  ,  but  our  ordinary  Diet  of  Oatmeal  and 
Water — - 

Gripe.  :Tis  very  wholfora  and  cloanfing- - 

Rich.  ’Tis  the  Scotch-Diet,  very  good  for  Mangy  Hounds  ;  What 
Sawce  will  you  have  for  your  Mutton  ? 

Gripe.  A  Pox  on  Sawce  /  it  fpoils  the  Natural  appetite ;  yet  fome 
Onion  or  Garlick  you  may  get  :I  have  fome  Perkin  Butter  and  Suffolk 
Cheefe,  fine  lean  Cheefe,  ’twill  go  fo  far  — — 

C  Rhk 
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Rich .  Sfr,  I  have  a  great  Inclination  to  a  Sheeps-head  i  May  I  not  get 

one  ?  ’tis  cheap - 

Gripe.  Not  io  cheap,,  yet  next  Holy-day  I  will  buy  one  for  my  Fa¬ 
mily:  But  Ox  Livers  and  the  Entrails  of  Beafts,  are  very  nou- 
rifhing. 

Rich.  He  cannot  be  content  to  rob  and  opprefs  men  with  his  Extor¬ 
tion,  but  he  muft  rob  the  Dogs  of  their  diet  •  you  have  Kids  and  Lambs 
of  your  own,  if  it  pleafeyour  Worfhip. 

Gripe.  It  does  not  pleafe  my  Worlhip  ,  fur e  you  have*  liv’d  with 
fome  Epicure:  No,  fell  ’em  to  Luxurious  fools,  that  will  die  Beggars. 

Rich .  I.hear  Sir  Humphrey  Scattergood  intends  to  fend  a  Buck. 

Gripe.  I’ll  fell  it  then*  ’twill  coft  more  the  Baking  tHan  3tis  worth — 
we  kill  our  felves  in  England  with  filthy  pampering. 

Rich .  I  can  go  a  Fowling  with  my  Peice,  and  catch  Wild-fowl  for 
your  Worfhip. 

Grpe.  By  my  troth  but  your  Worfhip  (hall  not;  you  will  fpend 
more  in  Powder  and  Shot  than  your  Bodie’s  worth  ;  Befides,  a  water- 
Spaniel  with  his  ravenous  gut  will  eat  me  out  of  houfe  and  home  • 
Wild-fowl  /  They  are  fit  for  LhcuIIm  or  Hpiciws. 

Rich.  Sir,  we  can  ft  eal  Coneys,  if  it  pleafe  you - 

Gripe .  No  Sir/  I  muft  find  you  Butter.  What  damn’d  Luxurious 
Fellow  haft  thou  lived  with  ? 

Rich .  Sir,  I  befetch  you  be  pleas’d  to  let  us  have  fome  Wheat 
Bread*  for  I  have  gotten  the  Griping,  and  the  Iliaca  Paffio^ with 
Rye  and  Barley  Bread. 

Gripe.  Peace  Fool  /  I  am  not  fo  Prodigal,  thank  Heav’n. 

Rich.  Muft  we  never  have  any  Wine  or  Strong — Beer - - 

Gripe.  Why !  you  Impudent  fellow,  would  you  have  us  dye  of  Fea- 
vers?  TodrinkWine  flnll  beTreafon,  and  ftrong  Beer  Felony  with¬ 
out  Clergy:  I  have  wholfom  very,  veryfmall  Beer,  fo  clear,  fofine, 
the  Mault  not  to  be  tafted  in’t — The  Patriarchs  drank  nothing  but 
Water. 

Rich.  That  I  deny,  ask  Lot  etfe. 

Gripe .  Go— Unlock  my  Wife  s  Chamber,  and  bid  her  come  to  me  : 
This  damn’d  pampering  Rogue  would  ruin  me  with  his  Gut. 

Enter  Mrs  Gripe. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Will  this Tyrannie  never  beat  an  end?  muft  I  be  al¬ 
ways  thus  abridg’d  of  Liberty  l  a  cram  d  Fowl  has  a  better  time  on 3t, 
for  that’s  fed  well ;  but  I  am  coop’d  up  and  ftarved ;  nay  have  no  Ne- 
ceffiary  of  iife;  that’s  fit  for  a  young  Woman - .  Gripe. 
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Gripe.  Gome  Love,  you  have  very  good  wholfora  food  ,  tis  fit  a 
young  Woman  utould  mortifie  and  keep  down  her  Lufts. 

Rich.  Efpecially  whenihe  marries  an  old  Man,  hee’l  fail  her  down 
to  his  own  appetite - 

Mrs .  Gripe .  Niy,  in  the  Winter  I  am  kept  without  Fire  or  Candle, 
I  have  neither  Natural  or  Artificial  heat  from — - 

Gripe .  ’Tis  to  preferve  thy  life ,  my  Love.  Didft  thou  ever  fee 
Cook^or  Glafsmen long  liv'd ?  Firedeftroys  theNatural  heat,  they 
live  longed:  in  cold  Countreys. 

Rich.  Yet  Meat  is  always  raw  for  want  of  fire. 

Gripe .  I  will  lave  fire,  and  have  it  roafted  by  Burning-  GlafTes .  and 
inftead  of  Candles  (and  by  the  way  the  Grand  Signior,  fuffers  none 
of  his  Wives  to  have  any,)  I  will  have  Glow-worms,  rotten  Wood 
and  fiih  Bones — Fire  fuffocates Natural  heat. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  have  heard  your  Servants  in  Winter  wiih  for  the 
Plague  or  any  hot  Dii-eafe  ;  and  I  for  my  part  could  be  contented 
with  a  Feaver. 

Gripe.  Can  you  not  ufe  Exercife  to  ftir  up  your  Natural  heat. 

Mrs. Gripe. Goulet  me  have  Exercife little  enough !  Heav’n  knows. 

Gripe,  Can  you  not  play  at  Shuttlecock,  or  carry  a  Handful  upon 
occafion  ? 

Rich.  I  will  play  at  Stool-ball  with  the  Maids,  and  that  will  ftir  up 
Natural  heat. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  No — I  have  endured  your  cruel  Tyranny  toolong.  but 
above  all,  your  Jealoufieis  mod:  provoking. 

Gripe.  *Tis  nothing  but  my  love,  my  great  love.  Doft  thou  think 
I  do  not  love  my  Money — why  I  am  Jealous  of  that,,  and  lock  it  up  as 
I  do  thee — I  know  whataTreafure  thou  art. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Give  me  leave  to  know  my  own  value  too :  And  that  I 
deferve  not  to  be  ufed  fo,  Iwill  have  the  liberty  of  a  She-Subjedl 
of  England. 

Gripe .  What  a  Pox  /  The  liberty  of  Cuckolding  your  Husband, 
for  that  it  comes  to,  to  receive  Vifits,  and  fculk  about  in  Chairsdn 
Vizors,  to  meet  damn’d  Roguy  Whoremafters,-  which  they  call  Ad¬ 
mirers  with  a  Pox  to ’em. 

Mrs.  Gripe,  Thou  deferv’fl:  to  be  ufed  fo.  When  you  are  at  home 
I  am  never  out  of  my  Prifon ,  but  in  your  prefence,  my  cruel  Jailor ; 
and  when  you  are  abroad,  lam  fed  at  a  Grate  like  the  Lyons  in  the 
Tower  (if  I  may  call  it  feeding.)  If  there  be  any  means  under  the  Sun  to 
got  tnv ljjberty,  I  wjllattempt  it.  [EnterRlch. 

C^^.Nay  thenl  will  ufe  my  Conjugal  authority. 

C  2  Rich. 


Rich.  Sir  Humphrey  Scattergood’s  Steward  is  come  to  (peak  with 

you. 

Gripe.  Go  into  your  Chamber/  go,  I  fay. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Well  Tyrant,  I  (hall  be  quit  with  you. 

Gripe .  No,  you  fhall  not ;  I'll  take  care  not  to  be  a  Cuckold. 

[She goes,  he  follows  her ,  locks 
her  in. ,  and  returns . 

Steward . 

Rich.  Your  humble  Servant. 

•SV«p.  Sir,  I  am  your  Friend  and  Servant  to  command.  Mr.  Gripe , 
Good  Morrow  to  your  Worfhip. 

Gripe.  Mr.  Steward,  What  brings  you  hither. 

Stew.  My  Matter’s  Command. 

Gripe.  What  can  his  Worfhip  honour  me  withal  ? 

Stew.  It  is  tomorrow  Money  on  a  Mortgage. 

Gripe.  Looke  you  Richard ,  this  is  an  Afs  that  will  pleafe  all  his  Sen- 
fes,  and  he  mutt  borrow !  Oh  damn’d  Senfes !  Well,  the  Money’s  ready,, 
ioooo  /.  we  treated  for. 

Stew.  Ere  long  we  (hall  have  occafion  to  trouble  you  for  more,  as 
Sir  Humphrey  goes  on. 

Gripe .  See  what  becomes  of  foolifliSenfe-plcafers/  Poor  Puppies  ! 
Mtterable  Fools!  I  pity 'em:  Til  not  pleafe  one,  not  I  Richard:  Come, 
let’s  about  this  Bufinefs,  and  get  my  Lord  to  Seal. 

Rich .  Well  laid,  old  Chaucer  9  fay  I.— - 

’Twould  make  one  fcratch  where  it  does  not  itch, 

To  fee  Fools  live  poor  to  dye  rich.  Exeunt . 

The  End.  of  the  Firft  AB. 
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ACT.  II. 


Enter  Sir  Humphry,  Bellamy,  Wild  man,  Phillis,  Celia,  Chloris* 
Servants  waiting  at  Dinner. 

Sir  Humph,  All  in  my  Mufick  !  I’ll  confecrate  my  Birth-Day  to  all 
mySenfes:  Heisanarro  v-heaned,  Afsthat  pleafes 
one  at  once ;  Til  pleafe  as  many  as  l  can  together.  • 

Bell.  It  is  Ingenious  Luxury ! 

Sir  Humph.  I  hate  a  mere  Glutton ,  a  mere  Drunkard  ,  or  a  meer 
Weneher;  They  are  as  bad  as  meer  Scholars  or  meer  Lawyers ,  good 
for  nothing  elfe:  That  man  is  happieft  that  takes  delight  in  molt 
things :  There  snot  a  Virtue  or  a  Vice  Ill  leave  unrry'd  for  Plea'fure 
or  for  Curiofity. 

fVtldm.  There  fpoke  a  Cherub-  Fill  up  the  Bowl  then,  fill  it  high., 
fill  all  theGlafles  up ;  for  why,  here’s  our  noble  Friend’s,  ^Hum¬ 
phreys  Health. 

Bell .  Give  me  a  Brimmer  to  celebrate  his  Birth-day.  Ladies, 
There’s  no  fcaping  this  Health. Men  ofRofin  and  Cats*guts,  ftrike  up. 

Sir  Humph.  Strike  up !  D*  hear  Rafcals  !  Let  me  have  coftlier 
Scents,  and  fume  the  Room  .  my  Noftrils  are  not  pleas'd  enough. 

*  Bell.  Areall  ready  ?  aThoufand  yearsto  you* 

f'Vildm.  And  all  the  while  the  joy  of  Wine,  Youth,  and  Beauty 
with  you.  \. 

fhjll.  Thy  everlafting  Health,my  Dear  !  [Sound  an  ;4Ur  mall  toge¬ 
ther.  They  flourish. 

Enter  Gripe,  Steward^  and  Richard. 

Stew.  My  Lord,  Mr.  Gripe  has  drawn  Bills  •  they  are  accepted,  and 
he  is  come  to  have  you  Sign  and  Seal - 

Sir  Humph.  Kick  that  oid  Fool  out,  is  he  come  to  interupt  my  plea- 
fure  with  damn'd  confounded  Bufinefs?  which  always  mull  with  me 
give  way  to  my  delight. 

Stew.  How  this  muft.rtjoyce  my  old  Mafter’s  Ghoft,  cou’dhe  but 
fee  it  I 

Gripe.  Good  /  How  faft  his  WorfhipsLand  will  molt  into  my  Cof¬ 
fers;  thefe  are  foolirhSenfe-pleaters,  Richard . 

Sir  Humph.  Sit  down  and  eat  with  us,  Mr.  Gripe. 

Gripe.  I  wiH  not  eat  luxurious  Meats ;  I  love  no  Surfeits. 

Bell.  Give  him  a  Beer  Glafs.  to  Si*  Humphreys  Health*. 

Grp 
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Gripe .  I  have  renounced  Wine ,  I  do  not  care  for  Feavers ,  nor  will 
IplealeoneSenfelhave.  1  f\ 

Cel .  Outonhim/  Filthy  fellow  !  willhenot  phafe  hisSenfesf 

.Methinks  a  Fearer  fhould  be  a  very  pleafant  Difeafeforan 
old  Mm. 

Rich.  Are  you  mad  Sir !  why  ’twill  coft  you  nothing ;  at  leaft  give 
me  leave  to  In  ip  at  a  little  Meat  and  Wine. 

.  Gripe .  YouRifcal  !•  will  you Difgrace  my  Houfe-keeping.  They’l 
think  y’are  Hungerftarv  d - 

Rich.  Theyi  not  think  much  amifs. 

Gripe .  Peace  you  damn’d  Epigram  !  contein  your  felf,  or  I  will 
mawlvour  Pate  for  you:  Laugh  at  thefe  Senfe-pleafers  ;  They  will 
dye  in  Ditches,  fool. 

Richard.  Better  dye  than  live  in  Ditches,  and  we  live  worfe — for 
Frogs  have  a  better  life  than  wre. 

Phill.  Letusnot  mind  this  Brute.  But  let  your  Servants  Dance 
their  Entry  you  promis'd - 

Sir  Humph.  Let  'em  begi  n ! 

Dance . 

Does  not  this  pleafe  you  ? 

Gripe.  What  is  the  worth  of  any  thing,  but  fo  much  Money  as  Twill 
bring:  He  was  a  brave  Poet  that  wrote  that.  4 

Sir  Humph.  But  here  are  fine  Ladies!  here’s  a  fight  for  you,  and  to 
enjoy  ’em  in  Dalliance,  wrere  pleafure  infinite - 

Gripe.  A  huge  Trunk-full  of  Bonds  and  Mortgages,  and  another 
'great  Coffer-full  of  Money  to  rowl  and  wanton  in  ^  There’s  a  fight/ 
there’s  rapture  for  you - 

Sir  Humph.  Yes,  for  Fools  that  make  Money  the  end  of  their 
wilhes,  and  not  the  means  to  other  things.  Come  on  /  Sing  the  Song 
I  love  fo  well - 

Gripe.  PoxonSongs!  give  me  the  Jingling  of  Money-bags. 

s  o  N  g. 

LEt  [ome  great  joys  pretend  to  fi/id 
In  empty  Whimfies  of  the  mind ; 

Hnd  nothing  to  the  Soul  can  come , 

Till  th  ufhering  Senfes  make  it  room. 

Nor  can  the  Mind  be  er  at  eafe , 

Unlefs  you  fir. (I  the  Body  pleafe . 

Life 
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Lift  is ,wb at  Pre  vain  Man  may  doubt , 

But  taking  in  and  putting  out . 

Since  Life's  but  a  Span 
Live  as  much  as  you  can : 

Let  none  of  it  pafs  without  Pleafure  * 

But  pufh  on  your  Strength 
Of  what  Life  wants  in  length  : 

.  In  the  Breadth  you  tnujl  make  up  the  M t  afire . 

i. 

s?ll  folid  Plea fures ,  Lops  lay  by  • 

Hnd  feek  they  know  not  what ,  nor  why : 

Imperfect  Images  tb*  enjoy , 

IVhich  fancy  makes,  and  can  dejlroy. 

IVti  in  immaterial  things  delight , 

Dream  in  the  Day  as  well  as  Alight : 

In  that  how  can  they  Pteafure  take , 

Of  which  no  Image  Thought  can  make . 

Since  Life's )  &c. 

.3- 

In  vain  no  moment  then  be  fpent , 
fill  up  the  little  Life  that  s  lent  • 

Leafs ,  Mufick ,  l Vine  the  Day  pojfefs  ; 

The  Nighty  Love ,  Tout h  and  Beauty  blefs . 

The  Senfes  now  in  parcels  treaty  + 

Then  all  together  by  the  great  . 

Alo  empty  fpace  in  Life  be  founds 
But  one  continued  Joy  go  round . 

Since  Life's ,  &c. 

Phill.  Very  fine,  I  vow — • 

Celia.  Up  n  my  word  tis  delicate/ 

Chi.  'Well,  Sir  Humphrey's  a  fweetman. 

Sir  Humph.  How  do  you  like  this,  Mr.  Gripe  ? 

Gripe.  ’  i  is  abominable,  profane,  fcandalous,  and  fcurvy. 

Sir  Humph.  I’ll  try  to  pleafe  you  .  you  (lull  hear  an  Italian  Eunuch. 
Gripe .  I  had  as  lievehear  a  Grey-hound  with  Trillo’s  and  long 
Graces,  fing  a  Love  Song  to  the  Moon  ;  But  much  rather  hear  my 
MiftiflF  teaching  my  Neighbours  Hog  his  Gamut,  when  he  comes 
into  my  Ground. 

Sir  Humph .  What  think  you  of  a  broken  Confort  of  Violins 

and 
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and  Theorbos  joyn’d. -with  Italian  Voices.  I’ll  have  that  for 

you. - -* 

Gripe,  I ‘had  rather  hear  a  Broken  Confort  in  myHogyard;  My 
Bores  and  Sow  s  grunt  out  Harmonious  Bales,  my  Hogs  fing'out 
their  Brisker  Countenours,  my  fweet  vcicdPigs  fqueak  out  Melo¬ 
dious  Trebles. - — 

Bell,  What  think  you  of  a  Confort  of  Cathedral  Voices 

Gripe,  I  had  rather  hear  fweet  Frogs  chant  out. their  Anthems 
againft  Rain,  joyn’d  with  the  paffionate  voices  of  old  Toads.  And  for 

my  more  iprightly  Mufick - ^chreech  Owls,  and  a  Confort  of 

Cats  run  mad  fo.r  Love,  with  the  Harmonious  braying  of  fome  Afles  ; 
j  >yn’d  to  theie  a  Paper-Mill  for  an  Organ,  a  Pew'terer,  Silver-Smith, 
Trunk-Maker,  with  Tinkers  playing  thorough  Bafes  upon  Kettles. 
Tell  not  me  of  Mufick .  difpatch  my  Bufinefs. 

Sir  Humph,  Come  Twill  withdraw  with  you,  and  Sign  and  Seal. 

Phill .  Ladies,  I  will  wait  on  you  again  inftantl’y. 

\_Exit  all  but  Bell.  Wild. 

Celia,  Chloris.. 

nd 
of 

Gelid.  Neither  thinking  nor  talking  of  Love  will  do  the  bufinefs,  I 
am  engaged  to  Sir  Nicholas  Peakegoofe^  and  would  not  be  falfe  for  the 
whole  world,  Ifwear- — - 

Bell.  True  to  him,  tis^mpoflible  ;  you  cannot  love  him,  he's  ug¬ 
ly  and  foolifh- - 

Celia.  Oh,  but  he’s  very  good  natur’d,  and  admires  me  extream- 

ly - you  that  call  your  (elves  witty  men,  have  fome  Love  indeed  ; 

but  ’tis  like  French  Courage,  hot  in  theOnfet,  and  as  Twift  in  the 
retreat - 

fVildm.  True  to  a  keeper  ,  fare  you  will  not  be  a  thing  fo  out  of 
faihion — — • 

Chlo.  Oh  Lord,  I  would  not  be  falfe  to  Sir  Chrijfopher  Swajh  for  all 
this  earthly  good :  'Tis  a  fhamc  W'omenfliould  be  fo  falfe  to  their  In¬ 
trigues,  as  fome  are  ;  I  wonder  at  their  Confciences.  What  do  they 
think  will  become  of  their  Souls  another  day  ? 

fVildm.  Love  heartily,  asl  do,  and  ’twill  take  away  that  fcruple  ; 
let  me  tell  yo«,  Visa  great  Sin,  and  I  wonder  you  can  have  the  Con¬ 
ference  not  to  pity  me:  For  you  have  ftruck  me  to  the  heart — 

Chlo.  You  are  pleas’d  tofayfo. 

fVildm.  Will  you  hear  me  fwrear  bloodily  ?  by - - 

Chlo. 


Bell.  Sqrvey  my  youth,  and  refled  upon  your  own  Beauty,  : 
immagin  whether  it  be  poflible  to  forbear  thinking  or  talking 
Love  w hen  we  met  — - 
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Chlo.  Hold!  hold!  have  you  no  Religion  in  you  ?  Lord ,  how  I 
tremble  for  fear  of  an  Oath  / 

Bell.  Tis  true,  he  pays  for  your  Body  ;  but  ’tis  not  fit  he  fhould 
have  your  mind:  let  me  but  have  that - 

Celia.  That  will  not  ferve  your  turn. 

Bell.  No,— But  if  I  have  the  Mind  once,  Iamfure  theBodyisnot 
far  off,  which  would  be  ne’r  the  worle  fox  Sir  NichoLu  fhould  I  leave 
it,  which  I  never  would - 

Celia .  Shall  it  ever  be  faid  that  I  am  falfe  to  my  Keeper  ?  — — 

Bell.  No,  itfliall  never  be  told  ;  and  if  it  were,  hee’d  ne’r  believe 
it,  who  is  fo  conceited  of  himfelf,  that  he  thinks  you  love  him. 

Celia .  We  of  our  Profeffion  muft  be  as  careful  of  our  Credit  as 
Merchants  and  Bankers  (houldbe;  if  we  break  with  one  ,  .  wTe  (hall 
ne’r  be  trufted  by  another. 

BeH.  Care  to  conceal  is  good  ;  but  barren  Truth  is  good  for  no¬ 
thing  :  The  falfeft  Women  like  the  greated  Knaves,  thrive  mod. 

Wild.  I  (hould  love  at  another  rate  than  your  Friend  Stvafh^  I  (liould 
not  leave  you  for  the  love  of  Bottles  and  the  Company  of  Bullies,  to 
roar,  and  fcowr,and  break  Windows. 

Chlo.  Indeed  he  is  a  little  too  wild,  but  he  has  the  prettied  merry 
humours  with  him - 

Wild.  I  defirebut  to  vifit  you,  while  Drink  makes  him  unfit  for 
ycu  ;  I  am  fure  you  do  not  love  him,. 

Chlo.  No,  why  he’s  the  prettied  wittied  wild  Gentleman  about  the 
Town :  He  fays  the  Wits  love  him  dearly. 

Bell.  All  Love  is  in  equality.  I  am  fure  you  cannot  love  him  whom 
you  keep  under  like  a  Spaniel.  ' 

Celia.  Indeed  I  keep  him  in  Difcipline .  do  not  Fathers  love  their 
Children,  yet  keep ’em  at  a  didance. 

Enter  Sir  Chridopher  Swafh,  Blunderbus,  and  Heildebrand. 

LEts  Drink ,  let’s  Drink  esH  Day  and  Night  C Sir  Cbrifh 

Give  each  a  lufy  Bowl:' .  \  and  Bullies 


This  is  the  ravifbing  Delight 
Of  ev  ry  Thirfly  Soul  ^ 


Sing. 


Let  others  foak  all  Night  in  Beds 
Nnd  live  but  hailf  their  time  ,  r . 


ShdH  fill  frefefive  'us  in •  our  pHtne, 
Shall  fill ,  &c. 
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Sir  Chnfl:  The  Devil  take  me  Blunder  bus  and  Heildebrand,  if  we 
be  fit  very  mad  Fellows. 

Celia.  This  is  Sir  Chriftopher  Swajh^  and  his  two  Bullies. 

Blund .  Ounds!  what  Prigg  is  yon  talking  with  your  Natural— 

Heild.  Shall  I  pluck  out  Porker,  and  lay  him  on  thick  ?  i 

SirChr.  No,  he5s  my  friend,  an  honeft  fellow,  and  as  mad  a  fellow 
as  the  beftof  us.  Honeft  ffildman  Oy  lie,  howdoft  thou  do?  How 
doft  Prigg  Bellamy  ?  Gad  we  have  had  a  rare  Night  on  t,  we  have 
roar’d,  and  fung  and  ranted;  kick’t  all  Males,  kifsd  all  Females, 
fwing'd  Conftables  and  Watches,  trounced  Bailiffs,  broke  Windows 
and  ftormed  Bawdy-houfes,  and  committed  other  outrages  to  the 
confufion  of  much  people - - 

Celia.  Oh,  fie  my  Dear;  why  wouldft  thou  venture  thy  Perfon, 
.when  thou  know’ft  how  I  love  thee  ?  get  thee  gon.  Thou  art  fuch  a 
wild  thing. 

SirChr.  Peace,  my  Buttock,  no  harm  done*  we  have  net  been  in 
Bed  thefe  four  and  twenty  hours. 

Let  others  foak  all  JVight  in  Beds,  &c*.  [_Sings. 

slnd  live  but  half  their  time ,  &c. 

On  my  Confcience  and  Soul  we  broke  Fourfcore  pounds  worth  of 
Windows. 

Bell.  Is  not  this  a  pretty  Gentleman  to  be  in  Love  with  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Pray,  know  my  Friends  ,  Blunderbus  and  Hetldebrand : 
They  are  as  honeft  fellows  as  er  drank  Beer-  glafs,  and  as  brave  as  ever 
flood  Cannon-bullet— -But  where's  Sir  Humphrey  ?  hey — hey — 

The  / Vine  that  s  always  in  our  Heads 
Shall  fill  preferve  us  in  our  prime . 

Am  not  la  very  mad  fellow ,  Ha,  Sir  Humphrey — Hey  boys  /  let  me 
kifs  thee,  Oy  lie— 

Enter  Sir  Humphrey,  Phillis,  and  Steward. 

Sir  Humph.  Sir  Cbrijlopher  Swajh>  your  Servant. 

Sir  Chr, ;  Let  me  prefent  thefe  Gentlemen  to  you  they  are  of  good 
Families^  Their  Name  Blunderbus  and  Heildebrand. 

Sir  Humph.  They  are  great  Names  indeed  5  but  they  are  fomething 
negligently  drefs’d — 

SirChr.  Jhat's  all  one,  they  areas  brave  as  Lightning  -  and  wall 
kick  Bailiffs  like  Thundery  and  faith  they *i  fcOw?r  and  roarlikeCan- 
non.  They  are  the  heft  Company  in  the  world,,  and  are  my  Life¬ 
guard  againft  Bailiffs. 

Sir 
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Sir  Humph.  They  look  dreadfully 

Sir  Chr.  Dreadfully !  fo  they  do .  why  each  of  ’em  has  kill’d  his 
man.  But  as  they  are  very  brave,  fo  they  are  very  ingenious ,  and 
rare  Company- -Here  s  Heildevrandhas  a  number  of  the  pureft  Bawdy 
Songs,  and  will  Sing  and  Play  a  thorow-bafe  with  his  fingers  rubbing 
too  and  fro  upon  a  Table  thus,  moll  incomparably  -  and  then  Blun- 
derbus  will  hoop,  hollow,  and  hunt  over  a  Bottle  with  any  man  in  Eu¬ 
rope ,  and  they  are  the  braveft  Catch-fingers  both  of  ’em - - 

Blund.  Nay,  gad  Sir  Nicholas ,  you  make  me  blufli. 

Heild.  Upon  my  honour,  you  Compliment .! 

Sir  Chr.  Becaufethey  fay  fonow,  you  (hall  hear  ’em  fing —  a  Boat,’ 
a  Boat. 

Blund.  Come  on. 

Heild.  Topleafe  you— 

NBoat)  a  Boat ,  hafte  to  the  Ferry ^  &c.  ^They  Sing. 

Sir  Chr.  Are  not  we  mad  Fellows  ?  Faith  we  can  be  merry  and  we 
fet  on’t  •  we  have  roar’d  and  fcowr’d,  and  kept  Covent-garden  wak¬ 
ing  all  laft  Night. 

Blund.  On  my  Confcience  we  beat  Threelcorc  people. 

Sir  Chr.  Ay,  Fourfcore,  Men,  Women,  and  Children — ha,  was 
not  that  well?  »' 

Sir  Humph.  Oh  very  well !  Hark  you  Gentlemen,  a  Defign  comes 
into  my  Head  of  carrying  this  roaring  Company ,  the  Women  and 
the  Fiddles  to  that  wretch  Gripe's  Houfe - 

BeH.  That  will  be  very  well — ’Twill  fright  him  out  of  his  Wits, 
and  perhaps  free  his  Wife  into  the  Bargain - 

Blund.  Whofe  Caravan  is  that  other  which  yon  fpruce  Prigg  talks 
with — 

Sir  Chr.  A  Coxcomb’s,  one  Sir  Nicholas  Peak-goofe - 

Heild.  Does  yon  fellow  manage  her  ? 

Sir  Chr.  No,  flic’s  kept  I  tell  you  Do  you  think  a  Woman  that’s 
kept  would  lye  with  another? 

Phitt.  We  (hall  certainly  have  very  good  fport. 

Sir  Humph.  ’Tis  refolv’d  ,  Sir  Chrijlopher — we  have  refolv’d  that 
allthisCompany,  and  my  Fiddles,  (hall  torth  with  goto  the  wretch 
Gripe’s  Houle,  and  Rant  and  Sing,  Dance  and  Roar,  and  play  pranks 
there -  « 

Sir  Chr.  Hey  Boys  /  Hey !  a  moft  admirable  Defign — Wee’l  tear  the 
'ground,  and  roar,  and  make  more  noife  than  a  Sea-Fight. 

Good  ft  ore  of  Irish  Claret  [applies ,  &c. 

afnd  the  Man  that  is  Drunk  is  as  great  as  a  King. 
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Sir  Humph.  Well- laid,  Sir  Cbrijiopher ,  d’ye  hear  Steward,  bid  alt 
my  Coached  be  brought  to1  the  Gate;  and  provide  a  Collation  fit 
for  us,  as  you  tender'  your  Ears .  and  fend  all  my  Fiddles  and  Voices 
to  Gripe's  with  the  Collation---- - 

. SirChr .  Come  1  let’s  march  on,  Blunder  hue  and  Heiidebrand .  we 
will  break  Windows  all  the  way  we  go,  Kick  every  Male  from  a 
Link-boy  to  a  Lord  upwards;  Kifs  every  Female,  from  the  Simpering 
Lady  to  the  Widemouth  Jade  that  crys  Sprats;  Swinge  Bum-bailiffs 
exceflively,  and  commit  filthy  outrage,  to  the  aftonifhment  of  the 
Mobile.  Come  along. 

Good  jlore  of  good  Claret  fupplies ,  See. 

[Exeunt  Omnes. 

SCENE  Gripe's  Houfe.. 

1  Gripe  and  Richard.. 

‘ 

Gripe.  Where  have  you  been  roguing  Sirrah ,  that  you  did  not 
wait  on  me  home  ? 

Rich.  I  flay’d  to  do  a  thing  I  am  not  us’d  to,  fill  my  Belly,  enjoy 
my  Friends,  and  be  Merry. 

^  Gripe.  Oh  Devil- — I  think  the  Rogue  ftinks  of  Strong-Beer, 

Rich.  That’s  a  lye.  ’Tis  Wine!  Cry  you  mercy  Sir,  is  that  a 
fiink?  here’s  Sir  Humphrey's  good  Health— He’s  a  Noble  perfon,  will 
you  pledge  me,  Sir - 

Gripe.  Heav’n  and  Earth!  the  Impudent  Rogue’s  Drunk — — 

Rich.  I  have  Drank  and  Vidtual’d  at  Sir  Humphreys  for  a  Months 
Famine  I  am  to  endure  here— I  am  hung  round  with  Bottles  and  ftuft 
full  of  Provifion-  will  you  eat  a  Pullet? 

Gripe.  Oh  impudent  Villain  /  bring  Drunkennefs  into  my  Houfe — 

Rich.  Ay,  orelfe  I  ne’r  lhould  have  found  it  here- — • 

Gripe.  Audacious  Villain!  Thou ftay’ft not  in  my  Houfe- — —I  will 
turn  thee  away  prefently  — — 

Rich.  The  beft  News  I  have  heard  thefe  ten  days - 

Gripe.  Say ’ft  thou To  Rogue,  no,  I  will  have  thee  whipt  found  ly.- 
And  in  the  mean  time  I  will  beat  theedamiftbly,  to  tame  thy  damn'd 
unruly  Senfes.  Thoubafe,  filthy  Swine— — 

Rich.  Here’s  T  welve  Go-downs  more  upon  Reputation,  to  Sir  Hum¬ 
phreys  Health - 

Gripe.  I’ll  health  you  Rogu;  /  take  that---1 11  mawl  your  Rogue- 

fcip -  Rich. 
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Rich.  ’Twas  bafe  to  take  advantage  of  my  “Drinking.  Stand  off,  I 
fey.  for  if  you  ftrike  once  more,  take  notice  good  Claret  lias  taken 
away  the  relation  betwixt  us,  and  I  lhall  grow  damnably  paffio- 
nate  — — 

Gripe.  Ha]  the  Rogue  may  kill  me  in  his  Drink,  and  for  ought  I 
know  rob  me,  which  is  worfe.  Go,  and  bid  the  Maid  let  on  the 
Pipkin  with  the  black  Pudding  for  your  MiftrelTe's  Supper  and  mine. 

Rich.  A  Pox  on  P  pkins — 1  have  brought  my  Miftrefs  fome  cram’d 
thickens,  I-Veflphalia  Bacon  ,  Neats  Tongues,  andfomething  elle  in 
my  Breeches  —  I  have  an  honour  for  my  Miftrefs,  and  Ihould  be 
loath  to  fee  her  want. 

Gripe.  Thy  Back  {hall  be  mawl’d  for  this  atjiridewe/l  to  Morrow; 
Rogue,  Dog,  Son  of  a  Whore  ;  Richard fell  that  Wine  and  Provi- 
fion,  and  I  will  put  the  Money  out  for  thee.  ’Twill  come  to  a  pretty 
Sum  in  a  year - - 

Rich.  I  fcorn  Ufury :  Do  you  think  I’ll  be  curft  as  you  are  ? 

Gripe.  As  I  am!  Rogue - 

Rich.  Good  words,  I  fay,— for  I  am  in  an  111  humour,  and  (hall  be 
fuddenly  provoked;  but  to  (hew  I  am  in  perfect  Charity  with  you,, 
here’s  to  my  MiftrelTe’s  health,  Ihonourher  moft  immaculately- — 

Gripe.  Go,  go — out,  and  fleep  and  be  fober - 

Rich.  Well,  farewel  ;  I'll  not  keep  fuch  bafe  fober  Company — 

Gripe.  To  morrow  (hall  thy  Carcafs  fuffer,and  thy  Senfes  be  tamed. 
Here  Mally  ]  where  art  thou  ?  Come  we  will  walk  and  take  the  Air, 
that  thou  may ’ft  get  a  Stomach  to  thy  Supper. 

Enter  Mrs.  Gripe; 

Mrs.  Gripe.  'Twere  well  if  I  could  get  a  good  Supper  to  my 
Stomach. 

Gripe.  I  keep  a  temperate  Diet  to  preferve  us.  Do  not  they  that 
fare  hardeft  live  longeft  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  can  endure  your  dilfembling  no  longer.  *Tis  for  the 
love  of  vile  Money,  and  not  care  of  my  Health.  I  have  born  thy 
Tyranny  too  long. 

Gripe.  I  Save-to  make  thee  a  rich  Widow - 1  think  the  Woman 

begins  to  bepeevilh.  Come,  I  will  kifs  thee,  and  put  thee  in  good 
humour,  fethlwill. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Kifs  a  Death’s  head  J  a  Coffin/ my  Mother  betray'd  me 
in  my  Youth  to  the  flavery  of  thy  Age.  Thou  didft  promife  to  be  a 
Father  to  me ;  thou  canft  not  be  a  Husband,  and  wilt  not  be  a  Fa¬ 
ther— but  a  cruel  Tyrant.  ~  Gripe,. 


Gripe.  Be  not  perverfe  •  for  by  Cock  and  Bottle  \  Heav’n  forgive 
me  for  Swearing— I  will  give  thee  Conjugal  Chaftifement — 

Mrs. Gripe.  'Sheart/  talk  no  more  to  me  of  that,  you  have  worn 
out  all  my  patience ;  and  I  henceforward  will  be  a  Tigrefs  to  thee. 

Gripe.  Audacious! 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  have  a  Brother,  whocomesthis  Night  to  Town,  he 
loves  me,  we  were  Twins,  he’ll  right  me ;  Thou  never  faw’fthim, 
but  (hortly  to  thy  coft  thou  (halt — His  Serjeant  fpoke  to  me  out  at  mj 
Prifon  Window,  he  is  beating  up  Drums  for  a  fupply  for  Flanders. 
There  is  not  a  fiercer  young  Officer  in  the  Army :  He'll  cut  thy  Throat 
if  thou  abufeft  me  fo. 

Gripe.  Death,  is  that  He&orly  Fellow'  come,  you  ufe  to  threaten  me 
with?  Oh  Impudence!  my  Family  is  turn’d  Topfy-turvy - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  will  have  the  fame  Chriftian  Liberty  that  others  of 
my  quality  have,  I  will  vifit  and  be  vifited — • 

Gripe.  Vifitswith  a  Pox;  ay,  that  way  come  MefTages,  Tokens^ 
Letters  and  Baw-ding  for  one  another,  andtheFrolick  goes  round. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  will  have  Money  enough  to  venture  50  /.  in  a  Night 
at  Ombre. 

Gripe.  Ounds  50 1.  Che  makes  me  tremble ! 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I’ll  make  you  know  the  right  of  an  Hnglifh  Woman 
beforel  have  done. 

Gripe.  Prodigious  and  amazing  !  the  right  of  an  Engli£h  Woman 
to  cheat  and  cuckold  her  Husband  1  in  into  your  Chamber  /  go 
in,  I  fay ! 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Peace,  old  Fool.  I  fay  not  in. 

Gripe.  Nay  then  Correction  will  enfue  (He  lifts  up  his  Cane, 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Yes!  that  it  (hall  old  Tyrant—  s  jbe  verefts  it  out  of 

\  his  hand. 

Gripe.  What  noife  is  that  ? 

Enter  a  Servant  of  Sir  Humphrey  Scattergood. 

‘  *'  *  0  -  *  '  ’  •  .  •  V%  -'#«  \  \  * 

Serv.  Sir,  My  Matter  is  juft  entring  with  a  great  Train  of  Gentle¬ 
men  and  Ladies,  and  has  fenta  Collation  and  Bottles  of  Wine,  that 
you  may  not  be  at  Charges. 

Gripe.  Confound  him  and  his  Train.  D’e  hear  Mrs.  go  into  your 
Chamber. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  will  ftay  to  entertain  the  Ladies, 

Gripe.  Ladies !  Whores !  a  Plague  on  ’em  all !  in,  in,  or  this  knife 
lhall  be  embrued  in  thy  Blood. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Help !  help  !  I  will  not  go  in.  Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Humphrey  \  Sir  Chriftopher ,  Bellamy ,  Wildman, 
Heildebrand  and  Blunderbus  ,  with  Phillis,  Celia, 

Chloris.  Servants ,  Fiddles ,  &c. 

Sir  Humph.  What’s  the  matter/  at  wars  with  your  Wife  ? 

Gripe .  My  dear  Wife!  No— She  is  not  well,  (he  will  endanger  her 
health .  which  is  very  dear  to  me. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Iam  well — I  (hall  not  endanger  my  health,  nor  is  it 
dear  to  him.  Ladies,  your  humble  Servant,  I  am  proud  of  the  honour 
of  this  vifit.  [ Men  and  Women  falute  Mrs.  Gripe. 

Gripe.  Ounds  /  (he  can  Compliment.  Death  they  kifs  too  mod 
Lafcivioufly - - 

Sir  Chr.  How  doll  thou  do,  old  Boy  !  we  are  come  to  Drink,  Sing, 
Roar,  and  be  merry  with  thee, 

The  Kings  mojl  faithful  Subjects  we 
Ini?  Service  are  not  Dull , 

IV e  drink  to  fhotv  our  Loyalty 

j4nd  make  his  Coffers  full.  .  .<* 

Would  all  his  Subjects  drink  like  us, 

We  d  make  him  richer  far5 
More  Powerful  and  more  Pr  off  rout 
Then  all  the  Eaftern  Monarchs  are 9 
Then  all ,  &c. 

Sir  Humph.  Madam  1 1  come  to  endeavour  your  releafe,  and  there- 
fore  be  ready  at  the  firft  opportunity. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  You  oblige  me. 

Gripe.  Have  you  any  private  bufinefswith  my  Wife  ? 

[Comes  betwixt  'em. 

Sir  Chr.  What  a  Pox',  do  you  interrupt  a  Gentleman,  that’s  talking 
to  your  Wife — hah! 

Heild.  He  deferves  Chaflifement,  you  uncivil  old  Prigg. 

Blund.  If  he  had  offer’d  that  to  me,  I  would  have  blown  him  into 
Atoms. 

Sir  Chr.  Shdl  I  beat  him,  and  kick  him  damnably,  and  break  his 
Windows,  Sir  Humphrey^  ha? 

Sir  Humph.  Not  yet !  Come  Ladies,  I  have  brought  my  Fiddles, 
Let’s  have  a  Dance  in  the  firft  place. 

Mrs.  Gripe,  With  all  my  heart* 

Gripe* 
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Gripe.  What  will  become  of  me  /  Hell  is  broke  loofe.  HufwifeJ 
remember  this. 

Sir  Humph.  Come  Mr.  Gripe ,  will  you  joyn  with  us  ? 

Gripe.  No  Sir,  I  thank  you  Richard .  raife  the  Conftable  and  a 
ftrong  Watch  againft  thefe  outragiousRafcals. 

Rich .  Sir,  I  will  not  for  the  world ;  Sir  Humphrey  is  my  Friend, and 
I  love  and  honour  him  •  and  here’s  another  Rous  to  his  health. 

Gripe.  Hell  andConfufion  /  Damn’d  Rogue  /  I  ll  murder  thee. 
Rich.  You  (hall  not  ftarve  me  as  long  as  Sir  Humphrey  lives,  igad. 
Gripe .  Ounds!  She  dances,  a  very  damn’d  confounded  Town- 
Jade. 

They  dance  a,  Country  Dance ,  at  the  end  of  which  Sir  Humphrey 
leads  her  out  Dancing . 

Hell  and  Devils  /  what  trick’s  this — oh  my  Wife,  my  Wife,  come 
in  you  Baggage.  {He  runs  out  and  pulls  her  in . 

Sir  Humph.  Are  you  mad  ?  Tispartof  the  Dance. 

Gripe.  You  (hall  lead  her  no  fuch  Dance.  HereHufwife,  get  you 
into  your  Chamber. - 

SirChr.  What  do  you  interrupt  the  Danse  ?  Earthquakes ,  Inun¬ 
dations,  roaring  Seas  and  Thunder,  Til  maw'l  ye.  {Kicks  him . 

Rich.  There  s  rare  taming  of  your  Senfes  for  you. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Excellent— Til  not  take  200  /.  for  this  beating. 

Sir  Chr.  Break  all  the  Windows --Heildebrand and  Blunderbus - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Hold,  hold/  what  do  you  mean? 

Gripe.  Good  again,  very  good. 

Sir  Chr.  At  your  Command  much  may  be  done,  Madam. 

Sir  Humph .  Sirrah  /  Fill  every  one  a  Brimmer  to  Mrs.  Gripe's 
health.  Give  Gripe  one. 

Sir  Chr.  Take  it, and  drink  it  to  your  Ladie  s  health ;  or  by  the  Soul 
of  Scanderbegl  will  carbonado  thy  old  mufty  Body. 

Gripe.  Plagues/  and  Curfes  /  well,  there’s  no  remedy. 

Sir  Chr.  ‘Down  on  your  Knees  all.  Strike  up  Fiddles,  an  Alarm  , 
Fire  all — -Hey  Boys— *  * 

Good  /lore  of  hr  is  ft  Claret  Supplies  ev'ry  thing, 
s4nd  the  Man^  &c. 

Am  not  I  a  very  mad  fellow,  Sir  Humphrey? 

Celia.  Did  you  ever  fee  fuch  an  odious  old  fellow  ? 

,  Bell.  Women  ,  I  fee  $an  ly£  by  any  nakifeous  Rafcals,  if  theyl 
marrv  them  or  Iteep  ’em— I  amfure  you  cannot  nor  (hall  not  love 
Sir  Nicholas 

PKildm.  Prithee  /  think  no  more  of  that  Roifter. 

Chios 
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Chlo.  Really  he's  a  pretty  witty  wild  Creature,' 

Gripe.  Gentlemen ,  what  have  I  done  to  defer ve  thefe  Outrages  ? 

SirChr.  Done !  Damm’e  you  area  Rogue, and  an  Ufurer,  Sirrah < 

Phill.  Done!  filthy  fellow  to  tout  up  your  Wife  againft  the  Law 
of  Nature. 

Sir  Hump}).  We  come  to  oblige  you,  to  vifir  and  be  merry,  with 
you  and  your  Lady- - - 

Sir  Chr.  Hands  all  around  /  We’ll  Dance  about  him,  till  you 
run  away  with  his  Wife.  Play  Fiddles — fa,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

Sir  Hum.  Come  Madam,~break  off--  cHe  breaks  off  with  Mrs.  Gripe.- 

<  —Hs  he's  going  off ,  Gripe 
t  creeps  under  their  Legs. 

Gripe.  Come  back  Whoremafter/  have  I  caught  you,  Strumpet? 
remember  there  is  Law  Sir.  Remember  that - 

Bland,  What  does  the  Scoundrel  talk  of  Law  ? 

Heild.  Beat  his  Brains  out.  \_Boy  with  a  Flambeux  ready. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Now  Gentlemen,  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  fay  you 
do  ijot  well  to  triumph  o’re  an  old  Man.  He  is  my  Husband,  and  I 
muft  love  him  ;  though  he  ufes  me  tyrannically ,  and  (huts  me  up 

in  Prifon - 

•  Celia,  p 

Chlo.  i  How,  (hut  up  your  Wife ! 

Phill.  $ 

Celia.  Oh  thou  old  Dotard.  Thou  fliame  of  Mankind  / 

Chlo.  Woman  was  meant  to  goat  large  :  Thou  filthy  Creature." 

Phill.  Shall  Woman,  that’s  wild  by  Nature,  be  tam’d  by  thee 
bafe  Fellow  ? 

Sir  Humph.  He  invades  the  right  of  Whoremafters,  and’tisnotto 
be  born  ;  we  have  the  right  of  Commonage,  and  he  impales. 

Gripe.  Heav’n  proted  me  but  this  once,  I  feldom  trouble  it. 

Mrs. Gripe.  Iamrefolv’d  toefcape,  but  notin  fuch  lewd  Compa¬ 
ny.  Richard ,  Do  you  ftand  here  whatever  happens  till  I  come  to 
you,  and  do  as  Idiredyou,  and  I’ll  reward  you - 

Rich.  Any  thing ;  for  I  love  and  honour  you,  and  fcorn  and  hate 
my  Mafter. 

Gripe.  Yet  I  fay,  Mally,  good  Mally  go  into  my  Chamber. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  perceive  their  intentions  are  bafe — I  will  my  dear, 
inftantly.  Sir,  put  out  all  the  Candles,  and  I’ll  fecure  my  Efcape. 

Sir  Humph.  With  all  my  heart,  Gentlemen, affift  me  in  this  Dcfign. 

Gripe.  -The  Candles  are  out — murder ,  murder,  help,  help.  I  atn 
cuckolded,  rob’d,  undone.  Murder  /  Villains,  Thieves,  Murderers, 

E  Whore- 
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Whoremafters,  Sons. o’ Whores,  Ral'cals,  Strumpets- 


\_Mrs.  Gripe  puts  a  loofe 
Gown  on  Richard. 

Mrs. Gripe.  Where  art  thou,  my  Dear?  I  will  go  in  with  thee,  I 
am-convmc'd  I  was  in  the  wrong.  [ She  puts  Rich,  handin  Griper. 

Gripe.  Come  my  Dear, give  me  thy  hand,  my  good  Dear ;  I’ll  mawl 
thee  with  a  Plague  to  thee’for  this--  anon —  \_Hftde. 

[Gripe  leads  Rich,  into  the  Chamber  for  his  Wife. 

Mrs  Gripe.  Now — farewel  old  Tyrant,  and  all  the  reft  of  ye;  if  I 
had  efcap  d  by  violence,  I  had  had  a  hue  and  cry  after  me,  and  been 
ftopt  presently — -  [Exit  Mrs.  Gripe. 

Heild.  Gad1-  its  dark — have  at  thefe  Women —  Cl&fles  Cel.  Bell. 
Ounds  you  Son  of  a  Whore.  <  ft r ikes  him ,  he 

(./fW/wBlunder. 

Blund.  Lightning  and  Thunder!  what  Rafcal  cufft  me?  have  at 
fomebody. 

Sir  Humph.  What’s  the  Matter !  S They  draw ,  Women 

Fiamboyes  come  in.  C  Jhriek  and  get  out. 

Sir  Chr.  I  ll  ftand  up  againft  the  Wall.  Fight  on  my  merry 
men  all - 

Gripe.  Oh  for  fome  Murder  among  themfelves.  $  Enter  Footmen 

Sir  Humph.  What’s  the  matter  here  ?  Lwith  Elambeauxr 

Blund.  I  was  boxt ! 

Heild.  I  was  cufft  / 

Sir  Chr.  Come  brave  Boys :  ’twas  in  the  dark,  and  ’tis  no  dilho- 
nour,  ne’r  mind  it. 

He  that  wears  a  brave  Soul,  and  dares  handfomly  do , 

Is  a  Herauld  to  himfelf ,  and  a  Godfather  too. 

Sir  Humph.  Some  other  time  let  this  be  examin’d—’ 

Gripe.  Nowyou’i  be  gon  ;  She  you  came  for  is  fafe !  all  your  force 

cannot  break  open  that  Dere.  There  lies  your  way - 

Eootm.  Heismiftaken,  the  Lady  took  one  of  the  Coaches  by  your 
order,  fhe  faid,  and  is  gon - - 

Sir  Humph.  Let’s  be  gon  and  look  after  the  Ladies. 

Blund.  I  ilia]  1  make  fome  fmoak. 


Heild.  Blood  frnll  enfue 


\_Ex.  all  but  Gripe. 

Gripe.  I  will  arreft  every  man,  e  nd  when  I  have  recovered  Dama¬ 
ges,  indi£t  ’em  for  a  Riot ,  poor  Fools/  This  was  a  lucky.adventure, 
fiocelhave  fav’d  my  Wife.  They  have  left  their  Banquet  and  Wine, 
I  will  make  Money  of  it.  Let  me  go  faften  my  Doors.  [Exit. 

The  End  of  the  Second  JSl. 


ACT.  III. 


Enter  Mr,  Gripe. 

Gripe. Q O  !  Ihavelaid  up  their  Provifions,  and  (hall  make  Money 
O  of ’em,  as  I  intend  to  do  of  my  beating  I  have  had,  and  the 
Riot  they  have  committed;  I  have  taken  order  my  drunken  Rogue 
(hall  be  apprehended.  But  now  to  my  Wife  /  perfidious  Jade !  I  (hall 

keep  her  Prifoner,  during  life,  for  all  her  Hedtorly  Brother - 

[ 'Exit  Gripe. 

Rich,  within.  I  think  this  difguife  will  fright  him,  and  fecure  me 
from  a  good  fubftantial  beating  into  the  bargain:  If  I  can  get  once 

cut  of  the  Chamber . I  am  fure  I  will  face  him  down  I  ne’r  was 

in  it — 


Enter  Gripe  with  a  Candle. 


Gripe.  Here/  where  is  this  vileMonfter  of  Woman-kind?  Doll: 
thou  hide  thy  felf— hah!  Mercy  upon  me  !  who’s  here,  theDevil! 
the  Devil! —  \_He  runs  roaring  out ,  the  Candle  falls. 

Rich.  I  thought  my  Face  was  pretty  well  before,  but  I  fee  I  could 
make  it  uglier ;  Art  may  improve  Nature  much.  Now  will  I  (hift 
for  my  felf- —  C  Exit. 

Gripe.  Help,  help  /  the  Devil !  the  Devil ! 

Richard  Re-enters  in  his  own  Habit. 

Rich.  What’s  the  matter  Sir  ? 

Gripe.  Oh!  theDevil!  the  Devil  in  my  Chamber  / 

Rich.  Where  /  where  !  Let’s  fee,  I  have  lighted  the  Candle 
again ! 

Gripe.  Oh  Rogue!  art  thou  here  !  I  think  thou  art  the  Devil,  how 
couldft  thou  get  in  elfe.?  I  lock’d  .all  my  dores  and  fcarch’d  every 
Room  in  the  houfe,  and  thou  wer’t  not  in  any  of ’em- — 

Rich.  Sir,  I  was  grown  a  little  foberer  with  the  fright  of  the 
Swords  drawn,  and  fenfible  of  my  fault,  I  hid  my  felf  from  your  In¬ 
dignation  under  my  Flock-bed,  where  I  have  lain  and  fweat  and  trem¬ 
bled,  till  I  heard  youory  out,  and  I  could  not  blit  come  to  your  affi- 
-  fiance:  ■  ■  ' i;  - "  ;  1  '  '  J 

Gripe.  That  makes  fome  amends.  Let’s  into  my  Wife’s  Chamber 
and  fee  what’s  the  matter,  may  be  ’twas  a 'trick  of  the  lewd  Wo- 

E  z  man’s 
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man’s  to  fright  me,  I  am  furelput  her  in  there - lied  her  by  the 

hand  my  felf - 

Rich.  Be  not  afraid,  Sir,  lure  ’twas  no  Devil  you  faw  /  have  you  not 
fome  guilt  upon  your  Confidence  ? 

Gripe.  Sawcy  Rogue,  I  guilt— I  have  none— I  am  as  innocent  as  the 
Child  new  born.  Come— let’s  in  Rafcal.  OhHeav’n/  whatnoifeis 
that,  Richard  ?  I  fay,  Richard ,  keep  clofe  to  me  Sirrah,  clofe - - 

Rich.  Here’s  no  body  in  the  Chamber - 

Gripe.  What  do  you  fay,  no  body  ?  Look  about  the  Bed,  and  in  and 
under  it  quickly- — 

,  Rich.  Here  is  no  body :  Did  you  lead  any  body  in  here  ? 

Gripe.  Yes,  yes,  I  did— I  had  her  by  the  hand  I  thought:  Andlhe 
fpoke  to  me  as  (he  went  in. 

Rich.  Without  doubt  it  was  the  Devil,  and  he  is  vanilh’d— - 

Gripe.  Hell  and  Confufion  / 

Rich.  Now  I  think  on’t,  when  I  ran  out  at  the  quarrel,  I  thought 
I  faw  my  Mrs.  go  out  haftily,  take  one  of  Sir  Himpre/s  Coaches,  and 
hurry  away  with  it. 

Gripe.  Oh  horror  '•  oh  infamous  Strumpet  1  I  am  rob’d,  cuckold’d , 
abus’d  ;  oh  vilainous  quean,  fhe  is  now  in  the  filthy  ad  of  cuckolding 
me.  Hell  and  Devils  /  give  me  my  broad  Sword. 

Rich.  Good  Sir,  call  upon  no  Devils  *  we  (hall  be  torn  in  pieces. 

Gripe.  I  care  not  what  becomes  of  me ;  give  me  my  broad  Sword,1 
A  fetch  a  Warrant  to  fearch  that  Rogue  Scattergood's  houfe, apprehend 
the  Strumpet,  bring  her  home,  and  murder  her ;  feize  upon  his  Eftate,. 
fue  him  to  Outlaries  innumerable,  indid  him  and  all  the  Rogues  for 
Riots,  &c.  give  me  my  broad  Sword.  Come  along  with  me. 

Rich.  I  dare  not. 

Gripe.  I’ll  cut  you  off  in  the  middle  if  you  do  not  5  get  you  before. 
I'll  lock  the  doors :  Oh  whore,  whore,  whore ! 

Enter  Sir  Chr.  Swa(h,  Heildebrand,  and  Blunderbus. 

SirChr.  Hey  Boys,  bravely  done!  fcowr  on!  break  thole  Win¬ 
dows,  ’tis  Nor  manky  Glafs ,  fcowr,  fcowr. 

Heild.  Have  at  ’em. 

Blund.  Fallon,  fall  on.  [They  break  Windows, 

Sir  Chr.  ’Tis  enough,  march  on  .  My  Blunderbus  and  Heildebrand , 
we  will  over-run  the  Town,  as  eafily  as  Alexander  did  ^fia. 

Qzf  Citizen  and  hie  Wife  walk  by* 

Heild,  A  Prize!  a  Prize/ 

Blund, 
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Bland.  Liy  her  aboard. 

Citiz.  She’s  my  Wife,  Gentlemen,  what  would  you  have  ? 

Sir  Qhr.  All  kifs  her - fall  to,  Boys. 

Citiz.  Help,  help  i  Wateh,  Watch ! 

Wife.  Murder,  murder !  help,  help. 

Sir  Qhr.  Ounds  you  Rogue  d’ye  call  the  Watch*  Swinge  himi 
There’s  for  you  Sirrah  / 

Bland.  Does  (he  cry  out?  lay  her  on.  C  Citizen  and  Wife  run 

Sir  Chr.  ’Gad  we  are  very  mad  fellows  l  <  out  calling  out  help. 
Are  not  we  ?  my  Bullies.  C  Meild .Jltrikes  her. 

Heild.  Damme  as  e’r  wore  Swords.  I  taka  it. 

Sir  Chr.  More  game,  more  game  ;  have  at  ’emperverfe  Whores^ 
a  Pox  on ’em,  they  are  paft  fqueaking  in  private  ,  though  they  do  it 
in  publick. 

Enter  two  or  three  Old  Women. 

Bland.  Who  are  thefe  ?  Curfe  on  ’em,  they  are  old  and  ugly — — 

Heild.  Herb- women  ,  going  to  Market. 

Sir  Chr.  Let 'em  be  what  they  will,  I  fpareno  Sex  nor  Age.  Bel¬ 
dams,  you  muft  be  kifs’d  for  being  women,  and  kick’d  for  being  ugly. 
The  Devil  take  me  if  the  Town  can  match  us  for  tearing  Blades  now. 

[They  run  out  crying  Mur  den 

Enter  two  or  three  apprentices  paging  and  breaking  Windows. 

Sir  Chr.  Stand/  who  are  thefe  ?  Rafcals  without  Swords,  Appren-" 
tices?  muft  fuch  Rogues  as  you  ufurp  the  priviledge  of  Gentlemen? 
fuch  Scoundrels  as  you  feowr  ?  lay  ’em  on  thick,  let’s  fwinge’em  — 

apprentices.  Help, help!  Watch,  Watch’  Murder.  [They  run  out* 

Sir  Chr.  Death  *  Shall  fuch  pitiful  fellows  think  to  do  like  us  ? 

Enter  three  or  four  Eidlers  ■ 

Blund.  Who’s  here  ?  ftand. 

Heild.  Stand  Rogues:  ha*  they  r  Fidlers. 

Eidlers.  W e  are  going  to'Play  under  a  window  for  a  Wedding. 

Sir  Chr.  Well  flop  your  Journey,  Rjfcal  j  ftrike  up,  and  play  to  us 
while  we  break  windows. 

Eidl.  Good  Gentlemen !  we  (hall  lofe  our  Wedding  f  there  are  other 
Companies  out  that  will  be  there  before  us. 

Sir 
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SirChr,  We  will  cut  and  hack  you  firft,  and  then  your  Fiddles.' 

j Fidler.  Hold,  hoIdGentlemen  /  we  will  Play —  [They  play  fenrvily'. 

Sir  Chr.  Now  let’s  break  Windows  to  this  Mufick.  Tis  good  for 
nothing  elfe.  Pull  down  all  the  Knockers,  and  wipeout  the  Milk 
fcores :  will  this  Rogue  my  Footman  never  come  with  Lamb-black, 
and  aBrulhthatwe  may  blot  out  thefigns. 

"  **  ^  >*  f  j  V-* 

Enter  Citizen^  with  the  Conjl  Able  And  Watch, 

,  \  .  *  :  .  , i  y  v  *  *  .  ***.».•..  i  4  . .  ,  ' 

Citiz,  Thefe  are  the  Rogues  that  fet  upon  me  and  my  Wife. 

Conjla.  Rogues/  Sir  Thrift  other  Sivafb,  and  his  Friends ;  Theyufe 
togive  us  Money  every  night  Neighbours. 

TV i itchmen.  Ay,  ay,  very  honeft  Gentlemen. 

Conjla.  You  areafawey  fellow. 

SirChr.  Oh,  Mr.  Conftable,  let  me  kifs  you ;  There’s  half  apiece 
for  your  Watch  to  drink. 

Conjla.  Thanks,  noble  Sir  Chrijlopheh  Who  are  you  Sir?  I  mull: 
have  an  account  of  you. 

fVatch.  Ay,  what  are  you?  [To  Citizen. 

Citiz.  I  am  an  honeftMan,  and  pay  Scot  and  Lot  in  my  Parilh ,  and 
thefe  Fellows  fet  upon  my  Wife  and  me. 

Conjla.  Stay  Fidlers,  whither  are  you  fneaking  ? 

SirChr.  This  fellow  is  a  Rogue,  andpicktup  a  Whore,  and  call’d 
her  his  Wife. 

Conjla.  Away  with  him  to  the  Gatehoufe™ 

Citiz.  Very  fine. -  [ ’Two  hale  the  Citizen  away. 

Sir  Chr.  Now  honed  Conftable  we  are  well  met.  And  I  have  Fid¬ 
dles  ,  ’G?.d  you  (hall  Dance  to  ’em. 

Conjl.  Any  thing  Mafter  that  you  pleafe. 

Sir  Chr.  When  that’s  done,  go  into  your  Huts  ,  drink  Brandy  like 
Dutch  Skippers,  and  fmoak  like  double  Chimneys  for  the  good  and 
fecurity  of  the  Nation !  while  we  fcowr  afrefli. 

Conjl.  Come  fellows,  ftrike  up -  [Dance. 

Sir  Chr.  Very  well - 1  vow. 

Conjl.  Good  morrow  to  your  Worlhip. 

SirChr.  Good  morrow/ 

Conjl. We  are  undon, yonder’s  the  High  Conftable  going  the  Rounds 
to  Night  /  hafte  every  one  to  his  Poft - -  Conjl.  and  IVatch. 


Enter 


Enter  Sir  Nicholas  Peakgoofe. 

Sir  Chr.  Who’s  here ,  Sir  Nicholas  Peakgoofe  /  i’faith  thou  (halt 
roar  and  fing,  and  break  Windows - - 

Sir  Nich.  Not  for  the  world,  Gentlemen ;  I  am  going  to  fetch  my 
Celia  from  Slit  Humphrey  %  houfe,  if  (he  find  me  in  drink,  (he’ll  be 
outragious. 

Sir  Chr.  Gad  you  (hall:  hang  fneaking  after  a  Whore  ;  Keep  her 
under. 

Sir  Nich.  Pray  Sir  excufe  me. 

Sir  Chr.  Gad  do  as  I  bid  you,  or  fight. 

Sir  Nich.  Fight /oh  Lord,  fight!  what  would  (he  fay  tome,  if  I 
(hould  venture  my  (elf  to  fight  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Prithee  don’t  (land  prating,  but  roar  and  break  Win¬ 
dows,  or  draw. 

Sir  Nich.  I  am  refolv’d,  I’ll  not  draw :  What  will  you  have  me  do  ? 
what  will  become  of  me  ? 

Sir  Chr:  Follow  us - •  [Sings. 

Difeafes  and  Troubles  are  ne'r  to  be  found , 

But  in  the  damn'd  place  where  the  Glafs  goes  not  round. 

Sing  with  a  Pox  to  you. 

Sir  Nich.  Well,  wTell—  Difeafes  and  Troubles ,  &c.  [Sings. 

Enter  H,  Conjlable. 

I  -  *  ‘  #  ‘  I  - 

H.  Conjl.  Thefe  are  the  Bullies  that  made  the  Havock  laft  Night 
in  Covent-Garden,  and  this  Night  hereabouts  j  fall  on, knock  ’em  down. 

Sir  Chr.  How  now  /  we  mud  to  Battle  — - — 

Conjlable  and  Watch  fall  on ,  Sir  Nicholas  running  away  is  knock’d  down 
and  taken,  the  reft  with  broken  Heads  efcape,  and 
get  to  Sir  Humphrey’s  Houfe. 

H.  Conft.  Come  Sirrah !  have  we  taken  ye  ?  we  fee  where  the  others 
are  gotten  in. 

Sir  Nich.  Gentlemen  ,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav’d  I  was  none  of  their 
Company  ;  but  they  fet  upon  me,  and  threatned  to  kill  me  if  I  went 
from  ’em.  I  will  be  a  witnefsagainft  them. 

Watch.  Tis  Sir  Nicholas  Peakgoofe .  a  very  civil  Gentleman. 

H.  Conft.  I  know  him !  you  will  be  forth  coming  in  the  Morning  , 
to  witnels  againft  ’em - • 


Eir  N'ich.  I  will. 


*  r 


H.  Conjl.  Go  •  good  night.  Befet  Sir  Humphrey  Scattergood's  houfe, 
we’ll  have  ’em  and  they  be  alive. 

Sir  Nicb.  Good  night  Gentlemen Oh  my  Head  and  Shoulders  / 
a  deuce  take  their  fcowring,  for  me -  \_Exeunt  Omnes. 


Enter  Steward. 

1  SCENE  Sir  Humphreys  Houfe. 

SoftMufick  plays. 

Stew.  Heav’n  how  he  melts  his  Time  and  Land  away  in  Luxury  and 
Sloath,  and  I  by  force  mull  be  an  Inftrument  in  his  wickednefs  •,  now 
mull  I  keep  the  Dore,  while  he,  his  Friends  and  Whores  are  lolling  in 
their  Baths,  prepar’d  with  cofl  befitting  Emperors ;  nay,  They’re  per¬ 
haps  revelling  in  the  height  of  Sin — but  I  will  pray  and  read  thefe 
godly  Meditations  by  my  felf —  { \HSong  is  Jung  to  ’em  within . 

Enter  Sir  Chriltopher,  Blunderbus,  and Heildebrand. 


SirChr.  Hear  you  old  formal  Steward,  where  is  your  Mailer  ? 

Stew.  Blefs  me,  what  ails  you  all  ?  are  your  Brains  beaten  out  ? 

SirChr.  No,  we  have  had  a  Battle  with  the  Myrmidons  of  St.  Mar¬ 
tins,  we  have  fwinged,  and  are  fwinged - - 

Bland.  I  am  fure  my  Porker  is  embrued  in  Blood. 

Heild.  And  mine  is  llain’d  in  gore  of  filthy  Peafant. 

Stew.  Blefs  us  1  Heav’n  /  Have  you  committed  Murder  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Prithee  leave  prating,  and  open  the  door  ;  we  heard  the 
Mufick  this  way,  thy  Mailer’s  there. 

Stew.  You  mull  not  pafs-my  Mailer  and  his  Friends  are  all  in  Baths. 

SirChr ;  And  where  are  the  Women,  the  Cockatrices  ? 

Stew.  The  Cockatrices  are  bathing  too. 

Sir  Chr.  What  mine  ? 

Stew.  Yes,  yours. 

Bland.  What  a  Pox,  does  he  manage  the  Body  of  your  Caravan? 

Sir  Chr.  Peace  Oylie - his  own  Convenient’s  there,  we  will  all 

run  roaring  in.  , 

Stew.  You  cannot  pafs ;  there  is  a  Blunderbufs  within  charged  with 
1 5  Bullets,  in  the  hands  of  a  damn’d  defperate  Rogue. 

Sir  Chr.  Pox  on’t - 1  know  my  Buttock’s  honelt  *  but  I  care  not, 

f6r  the  Devil  take  me,  I  drink  too  much  to  be  a  man  at  Arms.  Gad  1 1 
only  keep  her  for  the  lewdnefs  of  the  matter*  Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Nicholas  Peakgoofe.’ 

Bland.  Halloo - Here’s  Peakgoofe.  Now  you  (hall  drink—— 

Heild.  ’Gad-we  have  catch  d  you  5  you  (hall  drink  like  a  Devil. 

Sir  Chr.  Ay  ’gad  (hall  you— and  roar  and  have  t’other  Battel 
too,  Boy — t —  [Sings. 

The  Stars  which  you fee , 

In  the  Hemifphear  be 

But  the  fuels  in  your  faces  with  Drinking ,  &c. 

SirNich.  Good  Gentlemen,  Pardon  me.  I  mull  goto  my  Dear. 
Where  is  Madam  Chloric,  Friend? 

Stew.  You  cannot  come  at  her :  the  Ladies  are  in  one  Bathing  Room, 
and  the  Gentlemen  in  another  juft  by  ’em. 

Blund.  Sir  Humphrey  will  Twinge  your  Buttock  away - 

Heild.  Yes,  He  or  Tome  of  ’em  will  manage  your  Natural  gallantly. 

SirNich.  Who!  my  Birds  n’eyes.  Iam  fure  (he  would  not  do 
fuch  a  thing,  as  I  may  fay,  for  the  world. 

Sir  Chr.  Pilli !  Pox  of  Whores.  Let’s  go  drink  ’em  out  of  our  heads.’ 
Where’s  the  YeOman  of  the  Cellar  ? 

Stew.  Why  he,  or  his  Servant  is  never  out  on’t !  ’Twill  come  to  a 
fine  pafs. 

Sir  Chr.  Come  along  to  the  Cellar. 

Sir  Nich.  Excufe  me,  I  will  not  gc — what  to  make  a  Beaft  of  . 
my  felf? 

Sir  Chr.  If  you  will  not  go.  Draw !  for  ’foregod  you  (hall  fight. 

SirNich.  What  will  become  of  me?  with  thefe  roaring  Fellows 
I  muft  go. 

Sir.  Chr.  The  Sun's  gone  to  Tipple  all  Night  in  the  Sea  Boys, 

To  morrow  hee'l  rife ,  and  be  paler  than  we  Boys  ; 

Give  us  IVine,  give  him  N iter ,  *tis  Sack  makes  tec  The  Boys. 

•Enter  Sir  Humphrey^  Bellamy,  and  Wildman,  in  morning  Gowns. 

^  Bell.  With  what  variety  of  pleafure  you  melt  away  your  hours. 

Wild.  There’s  need  of  Fancy  and  Invention  for  fuch  Luxury. 

Sir  Humph.  It  is  beyend  the  fence  of  Fops ;  a  Fool  has  not  wit 
enough  to  be  pleas’d ,  he  but  Teems  merry,  when  he’s  fad  at  heart.  Is 
not  this  better  than  venturing  life  for  Ambition,  being  perpetually 
anxious  for  a  Blew-Ribbon,  or  a  White-Staff,  to  have  a  crowd  of  Cli¬ 
ents  fneaking  two  hours  in  my  Anti- Chamber,  who  crouch  like  Slaves 

F  when 
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when  I  appear;  yet  hate  and  fcorn  me  for  my  Pride  the  while? 

Bell.  Thefe  are  the  irregular  appetites  of  Men,  whofe  Minds  are 
Sick.  The  vigorous  Body  and  the  healthful  mind  can  find  no  plea- 
lure  but  in  Senfe. 

Wild.  Fools  are  led  away  by  (liadows,  and  let  the  fubftance  oo  ; 
while  the  raft),  giddy,  and  magnanimous  Fool  runs  abroad,  is  delicate' 
ly  loufie,  and  kills  men  for  Honour,  who  never* anger’d  him  :  Ws 
ftay  at  home  and  get  ’em. 

Sir  Humph.  Which  I  take  it,  is  the  more  honourable  employment 
of  the  T  wo.  Another  Fop  breaks  his  Brains  with  Metaphy  fical  Non- 
fences  a  MathematicalCoxcombbefotshimfelf  with  b,  c ,  Superfi¬ 
cies,  Linesand  Angles  ;  our  Virtuofo  contemplates  LiccinMicro- 
fcopes;  ycur  Orator  ftudies  to  fhow  his  parts  in  Whipt-Cream- 
fpeeches;  your  Schoolman  wafts  his  time  in  Bulls  and  Nonfenfical 
Diftinttions  to  make  the  fame  thing  differ  from  it  felf .  and  your  poli¬ 
tick  Owl  drudges  and  makes  a  bufinefs  of  what  is  none — j 

Wild.  And  all  the  while  the  Senfesare  negle&ed. 

Sir  Humph.  Your  drudging  Millhorfe  Block-head,  is  ufeful  for  Go¬ 
vernment,  while  we  moft  wifely  find  out  Pleafures  for  every  Senfe ; 
we  are  Lords  oTh’  world,  and  enjoy  all  in  it,  while  they  are 
Slaves - r- 

'  Bell.  T was  not  our  fault we  did  not  pleafe  every  Senfe  even  nowv 
Thefe  pretty  Whores  are  skittifh. 

Wild.  We  could  do  no.thing  with  ’em  but  put  them  to  the  fqueak 
a  little. 

Sir  Humph.  Some  of  thefe  kept-Ladies,  will  no  more  treat  you  with 
Love*  than  Taverns  will  with  Wine;  ’tis  againft  their  Trade :  But  I 
havehad ’em  all  for  Money.  I  cannot,  like  the  grand  Signior,  make 
a  Wench*  come  when  I  give  my  Handkerchief:  But  if  I  fee  a  pretty 
Whore  I  like,  I  fend  her  50/.  and  to  that  Lure  fne  ftoops,  and  ftrait 
I  Trufs  her  :  if  not,  a  100 1.  brings  her  do  wn  :  my  Money  is  lefs .pre¬ 
cious  than  my  Time. 

Bell..  Faith,  you  are  in  the  right  :  I  fee  what  Twill  come  to — for  I 
have  a  damnable  mind  to  that  pretty  Jade  Celia.  ^  A 

.Wild.  And  I  muft  have  my  Chloric  whatever  becomes  of  me.  .  ^ 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas  Peakgoofe.  - 


Sir  Nieh .  Sir  Humphrey !  Your  humble  Servant. 
Sir  Humph.  Sir  Nicholas  Peakgoofe  t  your  Servant. 
Sir  Nich.  Where  is  my  Miftrefs,  poor  kogue  l 
Sir  Humph.  Within,  with  her  Companions. 


Sir 
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Sir  Nich. .  I  long  to  fee  her,  pretty  RogueS  I  have  not  feen  her  thefe 
fix  hours  ,  and  yonder’s  Sir  Chriftopher  Swafo — and  his  He&orly 
Companions  will  kill  me  withdrinkingBumpers,  as  they  call  'em 
if  you  protect  me  not ;  they  draw  and  threaten  to  fight  with  me,  if  I 
do  not  drink ;  I  have  been  knock’d  down  by  the  Watch ,  for  being 
taken  for  oge  of  his  lewd  Company  already.  Hide  me' — hide  me. 

Enter  Sir  Chriftopher.,  Blunderbus,  and  Hei'debrand. 

Sir  Chr.  Where  is  this  Scoundrel,  that  bafely  flies  from  a  Bumper  ? 
Draw!  I  will  have  fatisfa&ion.  IwillTaphim,  and  let  out  the  Claret 
he  has  drank  already.  ( 

Sir  Humph.  Good  Sir  Chriftopher,  fparehis  life  for  my  fake. 

Sir  Chr.  For  your  fake  he  lives  -  but  upon  condition,  hefhallcome 
down  and  drink  luftily* - 

Sir  Humph.  What  makes  you  bloody  ? 

SirChr.  We  havehadaSkirmilh,  faith.  Would  you  had  been  with 
us,  I  never  faw  better  Icowring  days  of  my  life ;  but  now  we  are 
here,  let’s  all  down  and  drink  bloodily. 

Blund.  There’s  no  life  to  drinking,  roaring,  and  lying  rough. 

Heild.  There’s  no  pleafure  in  a  Angle  Drunkenness.  But  Sir  Nicho¬ 
las  and  we  lead  a  life,  we ! 

Sir  Humph.  Let  us  borrow  Sir  Nicholas  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  till  he 
fees  his  Mittrefs,  and  then  we’ll  reflore  him - 

SirChr.  D’ye  hear  Nick  l  Befureyou  come,  or  byHeav’n  I’ll  run 

you  through  the  Lungs  next  time  I  meet  you - 

C  March  on  bravely  1  forward  let  us  go. 

They go  out  Singing.~\  <Tarararant  t  ant  ant,  tantantantarara 

(  rant  tan  tan  /  The  Trumpets  they  do  blow. 

■  ^pSir  Nich.  Oh  Lord  have  have  mercy  upon  me!  what  (hall  Ido  ?  Ill 
fwear  the  Peace  againft  him,  if  I  live  and  breath..  m 

Enter  Phillis,  Celia,  and  Chloris. 

Oh  my  Dear !  Art  thou  there  ? 

Celia.  Yes,  you  Fop  .  But  what  do  youdo  here  ? 

Sir  Nich.  Prithee  be  not  angry  Mifs.  I  come  to  wait  on  Thee 
home - - 

Celia.  1 11  not  go — Go  home  by  your  felf !  go  I  fay,  go  quickly- — 

Sir  Nich.  Good,  dear  Madam,  let  me  ftay. 

Celia.  I  (hall  have  people  think  you  are  jealous  of  me !  How  dare 
you  eome  after  me  thus?  F  ^  Sir 
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Sir  Nuh.  I  jealous  /  I’d  have  ’em  to  know  I  fcorn  their  words. 

Celia.  Go  home  then  /  get  you  gone Why  do  you  ftay,  when  I  bid 
you  go  ?  Muft  you  come  Ineaking  after  me  ?  Dayou  think  you  are  fit 
to  be  feen  in  good  Company,  becaufe  I  am  fo  ? 

Sir  Nich.  I  know  I  am  not  •  but  good,  fweet  Madam,  let  me  ftay 
here :  I  beg  it  on  my  knees. 

Phill.  Nay,  nay,  now  you  are  too  Cruel :  let  me  intercede  for  him. 

Sir  Nich.  Ay ! 

Chlo.  Madam!  Pray  let  me  beg  for  him. 

Sir  Nich.  Look  you  there. 

Cel.  Heftiall  not  ftay.  Ladies,  you  don’t  know  what  you  do.  If  I 
fhou’d  fuffer  him,  he’ld  always  be  peaking  after  me— Go,  I  fay,  I  will 
be  obey’d - 

Sir  Nich.  I’ll  give  thee  all  the  Money  I  have  about  me ,  if  thou’lt 
go  home  with  me. 

Celia.  Come,  give  it  me. 

Sir  Nich.  There. 

JCeJia.  Well,  I  will  go  home,  but  go  you  out  and  wait  an  hour,  till 
I  come. 

Sir  Nich.  Well,  my  Dear,  what  you  will.  Good,  Sir  Humphrey  l 
let  your  Servants  guard  me  from  thefe  Roarers. 

Sir  Humph.  Well,  poor  Rogue,  I’ll  ftay.  Go!  thou  art  a  pretty 
one.  \_£x.  Sir  Nicholas. 

Stem.  Sir,  the  fat  Gentlewoman  is  come  with  three  young  Girls. 

Phill.  There’s  a  Collation  waits  you ;  will  you  come  in  to  it,  my 
Deareft  ? 

Sir  Humph.  Go/  we  will  follow  you —  [Ex.  Phill.  Cel.  Chloris. 
Now  Gentlemen ,  a  confultation :  Here  are  Maiden-heads  coming, 
we’ll  divide ’em  equally.  Steward,  fend  her  in,  and  convey  her  At¬ 
tendants  the  back  way  into  my  Apartment.  And  let  ’em  be  bath’^ 
new  J^gg’d  withLinnen. 

Stew.  It  goes  againft  my  Confcience,  and  is  below  my  Dignity. 

Sir  Humph.  Sirrah !  Begon  !  obey  me,  or’you  have  no  Tips  of  Ears 
to  Morrow' -  [Exit  Steward.. 

Enter  Bawd. 

Bawd.  Well,  I  have  taken  fuch  pains  for  you,  lam  ready  to  ex¬ 
pire — I  had  gotten  my  houfefull  of  handfom  Wenches  for  your  Wor- 
fiiipsufe.-  But  I  thought  the  Maiden-heads  Ifpoke  of  would  be  more 
fit,  and  I  have  brought ’em  all  three  with  much  ado. 

Sir 
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Sir  Humph.  And  will  you  warrant  ’em  Maids  ? 

Bawd.  That  I  will  upon  my  fincerity  ;  did  I  ever  deceive  you  ?  I 
have  more  Confeience  than  to  be  corrupt  in  my  Calling,  not  for  this 
Earth  I  would  not — But  thele  are  dearer  than  I  thought.  They  are 
50  /.  a  piece, if  you  have  ’em  .•  I  never  higgle  or  make  words  with  you. 

Sir  Humph.  Talk  not  of  Price !  it  is  my  Birth-Night.  Gentlemen, 
I'll  treat  you  like  a  manofHonour.  We’ll  call  Lots  lor  ’em. 

Bell.  You  are  too  obliging.  [Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  I  have  conducted  the  Gentlewomen— Whores  in. 

Sir  Humph.  Prethee  honeft  Bawd,  go  and  bring  all  the  Whores  in 
at  my  back-gate.  Do  you  hear,  old  Fool?  fee  you  entertain  ’em 
wdl:  and  leteveryStranger  and  Servant  in  my  Houfe  have  his  Cher 
entire.  I’ll  not  have  a  Man-fervant  idle,  nor  a  Maid-fervant  honeft : 
Chaftity  (hall  be  Felony,  and  Sobriety  High-Treafon. 

Bawd.  Well  Sir,  I’ll  fetch  ’em  all.  [Etc. 

Stew.  Good  Sir,  will  you  whip  me,  hang  me,  or - 

Sir  Humph.  Peace,  thou  hypocritical  old  Sot.  do  you  hear,  be 
you  Drunkfoundly,  and  Whore  luftily,  or  Wars  will enfue  between 
us - 

Stew.  Whore  '■  oh  Lord  1  I  whore  ?  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

Sir  Humph.  Come  on  my  Friends ,  Let’s  in  and  furvey  my  Mar- 
kettings - 

Wild.  Lead  on,  my  noble  Prince  of  Pleafure .  and  we’ll  follow — 

Stew.  To  the  Devil  all!  and  thither  I  (hall  follow,  unlefs  I  fuddenly 
get  loofe  from  thefe  clutches.  [Exit  Steward. 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas  Peakgoofe ,  Sir  Chriftopher ,  Blunderbus, 

and  Heildebrand. 

SirChr.  Are  you  fo  nimble  i’faith  /  we  have  catch V  you  agen  ! 

Sir  Nich.  You  have  made  me  drunk  with  thefe  Bumpers.  What 
will  you  murder  me  ?  have  fome  pity  on  me,  on  my  Knees  I  beg  you’! 
let  me  drink  no  more ;  what  will  my  Mrs.  fay  ? 

Sir  Chr.  You  are  in  a  good  pofture.  Kneel  all  !  Fill  us  t’other 
Bumper.  ’Death  >  Drink  it,  I  fay.  Drink  it,  or  Blood  will  enfue— 

Sir  Nich.  What  will  become  of  poor  Sir  Nicholas  ? - 1 

Sir  Chr.  All  together  clafti. 

Sir  Nich.  Well,  Imuftdo’t. 

SirChr.  T’other  round. 

Sir  Nich.  Mercy  upon  me  /  l  am  dead !  I  am  kill’d  /  I’ll  lay  my  death 
to  your  charge— no  more  to  be  faid.  [He  lets  fall  theglafs,a»d  breaks  it. 

Site 
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Sir  Chr.  AhRafcal,  Do  you  fpill  your  Drink!  ’Ownds/  fling  the 
reft  of  the  Bumpers  in's  face. 

Sir  Nich .  Murder  IHelp, — help.  I  am  {lain,  r They  fling  all  the 

L  ?Jaffes  *n's  face> 

Without .  Open  the  Dore !  we’ll  break  it  open — {A great  noife  without . 

Sir  Chr .  What’s  the  matter  f  Now  draw  the  Fool  away  ;  he$  dead 
drunk.  noife  again. 

Enter  Sir  Humph.  Bell.  ^^Wildman. 

Sir  Humph,  How  now*  J  What’s  the  matter  without  ? 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv,  Sir  !  The  High  Conftable  with  a  huge  Guard,  and  Mr.  Gripe 
in  the  head  of  emis  come  with  a  Warrant  to  learch  the  houfe.  * - - 

Sir  Humph,  Call  up  my  Servants !  fetch  my  Guns. 

Sir  Chr.  Hey  Boys !  we  (hall  have  more  fcowring  / 

Blund-  Now  we  (hall  (how  our  valour. 

r  '  -  •  •  -  j 

Enter  Servants  with  Guns  and  Piftols. 

H.  Conftable  and  Watch  break  in.  Gripe  and  Richard. 

Sir  Humph.  What  means  this  violence  ? 

H.  Conft.  Wehavea  Warrant  tofearch  for  Mrs.  Gripe. — 

Sir  Humph.  Fall  on  i  fall  on.  We  are  C  They  fall  on,  beat  the  Con- 
vi&orious,  and  have  taken  Prifoners.  ^  ft  able  and  Watch  out ,  re - 

Gripe.  What  will  become  of  us !  we  \  turn  with  Gripe,  and 
(hall  be  Murder'd.  <r  Richard  Prifoners. 

Sir  Humph.  Lock  ’em  up,  Safe !  and  guard  my  houfe  with  Guns 
and  Mufquets  /  unfeafonable  Rafcals  to  interrupt  our  pleafure. 

Blund.  Shall  we  plunder,  ftrip,  and  take  the  fpoil  of  the  Field  ? 

Sir  Humph.  No  ’•  we’ll  call  ’em  to  a  Council  of  War,  and  condemn 
’etn  ;  away  with  ’em.  [They  carry  Gripe  and  Richard  away. 

Gripe.  O  mercy,  mercy  ] 

Sir  Humph,  What  is  Sir  Nicholas  kill'd  in  the  fray  ?  j 

Sir  Chr.  No-— in  our  fray  ;  Dead  drunk.  This  was  a  brave  Battle  ! 

Sir  Humph,  Now  all  to  bed :  Carry  Sir  Nicholas  to  bed. 

Sir  Chr.  Not  wre  /  we  ll  go  drink  and  lie  roughv  fare  you  well  upon  '  * j 
thofe  terms-  Come  Bullies,  I  think  we  have  behav’d  our  felves  like 
Emperours! 

Enter 


Enter  Mrs .  Gripe  like  ayoungOfficer^  and  her  Brother  s  Serjeant. 

Mrs .  Gripe.  Am  I  compleatly  fet  out  like  a  young  Officer  ?  Do  my 
Brother's  Accoutrements  fit  well  upon  me  ? 

Serj.  They  become  you  admirably  *  you  are  as  brisk,  as  fierce  an 
Officeras  the  beft  of  ’em  ;  and  fo  like  your  Brother,  Tis  amazing,  had 
not  I  been  privy  to  your  Defign  and  his,  Ifhould  have  fworn  you 
were  my  Captain. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  That  likenefs  between  us  will  further  my  defign.  My 
Husband  knows  nothing  of  my  Brother,  but  that  he  has  heard  we  are 
fo  like,  that  upon  an  Experiment  I  drefl  my  felf  in  man's  clothes  once^ 
and  we  were  not  known  from  one  another:  But  do  I  ftrut,cock5and 
look  fierce  enough? 

Serj.  ToaMiracle/  But  fince  you  have  this  defign  upon  your  Hus¬ 
band  to  fright  and  make  him  yield  to  good  terms,  why  would  you  not 
let  your  Brother  carry  it  on  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  He  refents  fo  much  the  bafe  ufage  of  me ,  that  I  know 
not  what  his  paffion  might  have  provok’d  him  to  :  Befides,  itfeems 
to  be  the  right  of  anEngiilh  Woman  to  Heftor  her  own  Husband  ; 
and  faith,  Ill  have  him  under  my  Command  now,  or  prefs  him  for, 
Flanders. 

Serj.  Bravely  refolv’d. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I'll  teach  Husbands  to  provoke  their  own  Flefli. 

Serj.  That  is  out  of  his  power  or  yours  to  do  to  him - -  \_s4fide. 

Mrs .  Gripe.  Ill  make  him  fuch  an  example.  Ill  make  allilusbands 
haveacare,  how  by  Injuries  they  fower  their  Wives  loveinto  re¬ 
venge,  or  their  meeknefs  into  rage.  I  know  he’s  a  Coward,  as  all 
Tyrants  are;  and  Ill  make  him  ere  I  have  done,  as  dearly  as  he  loves 
his  Money,  part  with  a  good  Sum  for  fear  of  his  life-* — 

Serj.  Methinks  they  that  live  fo  miferably,  Ihou’d  not  fear  to  dye — - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Oh  yes !  They  are  fuch  Fools  to  choofe  the  worft  part 
of  life,  and  are  yet  greater  Fools,  and  prefer  it  to  Death,  which  is  far 
better:  to  be  dead,  is  to  be  infenfible;  but  to  have  fenfes  and  deny 
'em  all,  is  worfe.  Doyou  find  him  out,  and  get  him  to  a  private  place, 
and  let  me  alone.  *  ? 

Serj.  I  will,  Madam  /  'Sheart  I  fliall  forget  to  call  you  Captain. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Well,  I  (hallflrut,  look  big,  and  huffenough  for  a  Cap¬ 
tain,  I  warrant  you :  by  your  leave  Modeity  for  a  while.  Ac’efperato 
ill,  muft  haven  defperate  cure :  But  thefe  words  of  Command  flick  in 
my  Throat,  and  I  cannot  fwear  worth  a  fanning. 


'(4°) 

Serj.  Oh  ufe,  ufe  !  *tis  nothing  but  ufe - 

Airs.  Gripe.  But  why  muft  we  ufe  French  Difcipline?  wc  did  not 
fo  whtn  Henry  the  Fifth  beat ’em. 

Serj.  Why, by  plaguing  the  world  this  Ten  years,  they  have  found 
a  better  way  than  we  have. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Well,  I’ll  try  /  Let  me  con - Even  your  Ranks. 

Straiten  your  Files.  Shoulder  all.  Reft  your  Arms.  To  the  right, 
tothe  right,  to  the  right.  To  the  left,  to  the  left,  to  the  left.  Dam’me 
what  awkard  Rogue  is  this  ?  C She  canes  the  Serjeant. 

Serj.  O  brave  Captain  /  well  done/  But ’twas  a  little  o’th’hardeft. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I’ll  warrant  you - I’ll  lay  it  on - let  me  alone 

for  Difcipline-  -aliens.  Q Exeunt . 

The  End  of  the  Third  Act. 


A  C  T.  IV. 

£nter  Sir  Nicholas  Peakgoofe  Drunk  at  play }  with 
Blunderbus  and  Heildebrand. 

Sir  A^r^.TjRay  Gentleman,  let  me  give  overplay.  You  have  got- 
Jl  ten  my  Gold  Watch,  and  Diamond  Ring,  and  20 1.  up¬ 
on  Tick. 

Blund.  Nay,  ‘gad  you  (hall  play  t’other  20  /. 

Sir  Ntcfi.  Lord!  what  would  you  have  of  a  man?  Icann’tabide 
play  :  I  hate  it  mortally,  fo  I  do. 

Heild.  What  a  Pox!  you  don’t  take  us  for  Cheats,  do  you? 

Sir  Nich.  Who  I  ?  Not  I  Gentlemen,  for  the  world  !  yet  I  doubt  they 
are  little  better  !  \_Hfide. 

Blund.  Dam’me!  ’Tis  not  your  belt  courfe. 

Heild.  You  fhaU  find  us  Gentlemen :  That  fcorn  to  do  or  fuffer  an 
iil  Thing.  Therefore  play  on. 

Sir  Nich.  Heav’ndeliver  me  from,  thefe  dreadful  Bullies:  They  will 
get  all  my  Money,  or  quarrel  with  me. 

Blund.  What  a  Devil  do  you  mean  ?  will  you  play,  or  no  ? 

Sir  Nich.  Pray  Gentlemen  don’t  be  angry,  I  will  then  double,  or 
quit.  I’ll  fet  you  the  20  l.  becaulel  will  make  an  end, Mr.  Hpildebrand ; 
but  I  vow  and  fwear,  I’ll  play  no  more  after  that. 

Heild '.  Are  you  fure  the  Doctors  are  in,  Blunderbus  ? 


Yes, ;  # 
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Blund.  Yes,  Iamfure/  at  it  Man! 

Heild.  Come  then  /  here's  at  it,  7. 

Sir  Mich.  12 !  'tisout!  quit. 

Heild.  INicktyou!  ask  Blunderbus. 

Sir  A rich.  Nay,  then  I’ll  never  play  more  5  12  Nick  7.  Do  what 
you  will  with  me,  I'll  not  throw  a  Die  more.  What  a  Pox  /  Do  you 
think  I  am  a  Fool  ? 

Blund.  If  you  do  this  Heildebrand. ,  you  will  lofe  him  for  ever ;  a 
Plague.of  ill  luck - . 

Heild.  Was  it  12?  m 

Sir  Mich.  Ay  marry  was  it  '■  ask  Mr.  Blunder  hut  elfe. 

Blund.  Yes  it  was:  Sir  Nicholas  is  ia  the  right,  look  you  there 
now.  . 

Sir  Mich.  Look  you  there  bow.  * 

Heild,  No  more  to  be  faid. 

Sir  Mich.  Well,  Good  morrow,  Gentlemen^  your  humble  Serving 
Now  we  are  quit  I’ll  play  no  more  really.  [Running  off  U Jlopt. 

Blund.  Nay,  you  (hall  not  go  5  the  Devil  take  me  if  you  don’t  play 
one  20  /.more. 

Heild.  Never  fpeak  @n’t,  you  (hall  play  for  one  20/.  more,  if  you 
were  my  Father.  Zounds!  you  don’t  take  us  for  Snaps,  do  you? 

Sir  Mich.  I  will  not  play,  I  will  not !  I  will  not  /  what  will  you  do 
with  me?  Help,  help.  [They  hale  him,  be  firuggles. 

Enter  Mrs,  Gripe  and  Serjeant. 

Heild.  kun  Blunderbusyeet  (hall  lofe  our  Bubble.  [SirNich.runs  out 

they  after  him. 

Mrs,  Gripe.  I  fee  already  that  this  is  a  fine  civil  wTell-govern’d  Fa¬ 
mily.  You  muft  guard  me. 

Serj.  I  warrantyou,  Captaiij.  Where  are  the  Servants  ?  they  have 
been  all  drunk,  and  roaring  all  night,  and  I  believe  are  all  afieep. 

f  'fi  m  <  •  1  if 

Enter  Steward. 

Oh  I  here’s  one. 

Mrf,  Gripe.  I  muft  needs  fpeak  with  Sir  Humphrey  Scattergood. 
Pray  let  him  know  I  wait  for  him.  My  Bufinels  is  earneft. 

Stew.  I  (hall  Sir -  [Exit  Steward. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  You  are  fure  my  Husband  is  here  ? 

Serj.  Yes,  one  of  the  Watch  told  me,  That  when  they  were  beaten 
Sir  Humphrey  took  him  Prifoner. 
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Enter  Sir  Humphrey. 

This  is  Sir  Humphrey.  •'  _ 

Mrs.  Gripe:  Sir,  yourffioft  humble  Servant.  I  hope  you  will 
cufeithis Difturbance,'  when  youfhall  knowthy  Bufmefs. 

Sir  Humph.  A  Gentleman’s  Commands  can  never  difturb  me. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Sir,  I  am  Brother  to  the  un  fortunate  Mrs.  Gripe,  the 
Wife  of  a  wretched  UHiret’' y  ^hoyraminfdfrm’disiiiyovlr  Houfe. ' 

Sir  Humph.  He  is  Sir,  but  I  (hould  have  taken  you  for  her,  Her  lei? 
in  man’s  habit.  .  *  .  .'v,  'v'' 

Serj.  A  Woman !  He  has  been  my  Captain  abroad  thefe  four  years ; 
if  you  had  feen  what  brave  Adlions  he  has  perform’d  in  the  midft  of 
fire  and  fmoak,  you  would  not  have  taken  him  fora  Womaja, 

Mrs.  Gqjpe.  1  (hould  not  wonder  much  at  your  rhifrak^Y  for  fuff 
before  I  went  out  of  England,  (lie  was  drefs’d  in  man’s  habit ;  and  <ve 
were  fo  like,  we  could  not  be  known  afunder. 

Sir  Humph.  Indeed  I  have  heard  there  wasa ((range  likenefs betwixt 
you  ;  the  very  Look  and  Voice  1  hah !  '■ 

Mrs,  Gripe.  But  Sir,  if  I  be  inform’d  right,  you  cannot  miftake ; 
for  (he  is  in  your  Houle. 

Sir  Humph.  She  is  not,  upon  my  Honour.  This  is  moft  amazing. 

Inever  (aw  fuch  likenefs - They  fpeab  fo  like  too — - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  If  he  be  here,  I  beg  you  will  deliver  him  over  to  me  to 
ufed  ashedel'erves ;  for  the  Barbarity  he  has  practis’d  on  my  Sifter. 

Sir  Humph.  With  all  my  heart  Sir !  ufehim  at  your  difcretion.  My 
houfe  is  free  for  you,  and  do  you  hear.  Steward,  Bid  all  my  Servants 
be  at  the  Captain’s  Command — I  (hould  almoft  have  fworn  it  had 
been  (he. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Igive  you  many  thanks  for  this  favour,  and  (hould  be 
glad  to  ferve  you  with  my  Sword.  •  - 

Sir  Humph.  You  honour  me,  Sir !  iPurch  down  Gripe  and  His  Min : 
Sir,  I  will  go  in  and  drefs  me,  and  then  wait  on  you  •,  and  I  beg  you 
will  make  ufe  of  my  houfe,  and  accept  of  what  ever  it  affords  forjour 
Entertainment.  .  1  v-a-.  Sir  Humph. 

wm*- 


.  Mrs.  Gripe,  ^ou  are  very  generous  and  obliging.,  5So,  thus* 
haY^ifed  a  CaptiTft  Welle  dough. 


Enter  O.Cnpc  and  Richard.  , 

in  :  ^ 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Which  is  Gripel,  T 1 

Serj.  That  old  Fellow!  Gripe. 


Serj.  Oh,  here  are  the  Rafcals, 
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Griff.- Look  Rufbard ,  was  ever  anyone  fo  like  my  datfm'd  Wife? 
Oh  Lord,  it  is  her  Brother  fure,  by  the  defcriptioiilhave  heard. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Is  your  name  Gripe  ? 

Gripe.  Her  very  Voice  too,  Rich  nr  A. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Speak,  youRafcal,  are  you  that  damn’d  feljow  Gripe } 
that  Married  my  Sifter- — my  name  is  Bevil. 

~  Gripe.  Idid  Marry  one  Bevil,  and  if  I  did  not  fee  you  in  this  Accou¬ 
trement,  I  (hould  take  you  for  her. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Her  /  had  you  done  me  one  fuch  Injury  as  (he  has  (uf~ 
fer’d  Thoufands  from  you  ,1  would  have  cot- your  Throat  long  Grift . 
But  you  know,  old  villainous  Murderer,  I  am  not  (he :  I  have  been  at 
herhoufe,  (he’s  miffing,  and  I  doubt  not  but  you  have  kill’d  her ; 
for  (he  is  no  where  to  be  found ,  and  I  am  refolv’d  to  have  your 
Blood  fort. 

Gripe.  Hal  hum - -ItmuftbeheJ  I  murder  her  /  Heav’n  forbid ! 

(he  is  run  away  from  me,  and  I  believe  (he  is  in  the  houfe  playing  the 
Whore  here  with  Sir  Humphrey. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Villain !  Thou  ly’ft -  [_  She  / hikes  him. 

I  know  her  vertue  5  all  thy  damn’d  Generation  put  together,  have  not 
half  her  Honefty. 

Gripe.  Whatwill  become  of  me/  I  tremble  all  over.  'Tishe,  I 
heard  his  Drums  beat  up  yefterday. ' 

Mrs. Gripe.  I  fee  your  Confcience  (trikes  you  i  had  (he  not  been 
murder’d,  (he  would  have  come  to  fome  ofher  Relations.  Prepare, 
old  Viper,  and  pray  fo'r  thou. haft  not  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  live^ 
upon  my  Honour. 

Rich.  Good  Sir — Let  me  go  /  if  (he  be  kill’d.,  Heav’n  knows  I  had  no 
hand  in  her  Murder, 

Mrs. Gripe.  Sirrah  /  ftsy,  or  I’ll  knock  your  Brains  our. 

Rich.  I  fee  it  is  her  Brother .  (he  had  a  great  refpedt  for  me,  and 
would  not-  have  ufed  me'fo.  Tis  he  by  hishard  blows.  • 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Kneel  and  Pray,  or  by  Heav’n  I  ll  kill  you  before  you 
prepare - 

Gripe.  I  cannot  Pray,  I  cannot  prepare — what  have  I  done  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  have  loft  a  Sifter  $  and  if  (he  be  not  murder’d,  (lie  has 
been  fo  abus’d  by  you  ,  that  nothing  butyour  life  (hall  fatisfie,  and  I 
(hall  do  my  Countrey  go«d  Service  in  ridding  it  of  .fuqbi  a  Monfter. 

Rich.  Take  your  c.ourfe - ifhe  were  dead,  Ifhould  eat  again. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I’ll  ftay  no  longer — haveat  you —  [j Offers  at  him . 

Gripe.  Hold,  hold  !  fweet  Sir  /  good  Brother  Captain !  do  but  ad¬ 
journ  the  Execution  till  I  go  home  and  fettle  my  affairs,  and  I’ll  wait 
on  you  again.  G  2  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Gripe.  No  Villain,  thou  (halt  die  now,  at  ye— — — ^ 

Gripe.  OHeav’n!  I  cannot  endure  it.  I  cannot  pray,  do  not  mur¬ 
der  my  Soul.  Iconfefsl  have  been  a  great  Sinner  :  I  have  wrong’d 

many  young  Orphans,  and  Comfortlefs  Widows - 

Rich.  And  ftarved  your  Servants - 

Gripe.  Befides,  upon  the  words  of  a  dying  man ,  your  Sifter  run 
away  from  me.  I  lockt  her  up  indeed  to  fave  the  Honour  of  your  Fk 
mily  5  for  (he  is  a  moft  falacious  Woman - 


Mrs.  Gripe.  He  angers  me  to  the  quick  with  that — Thou  ly’ft  old 
IJotard,  Thou  dy’ft.for  that — • 

Gripe.  D h  hold !  hold !  Let  me  but  live  to  repent  awhile  5  I  do  con¬ 
fers  I  havewrong’d  her — — 

Serj.  Hold  Sir  /  Spare  his  life - 

Gripe.  Thank  you,  good  Sir - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Difluade  me  not  t 

Gripe.  Hold  /  hold.!  here’s  my  Man  can  tell  you  (he  ran  away  from 
me. 


Rich.  Indeed  Captain  (he  did  go  away,  as  (he  had  reafon  ;  and  t 
help’d  her  t )  efcape. 

•  Mrs.  Gripe.  Are  you  fuch  a  Rafcal  to  lye  for  him?  No,  he  dies. 

Serj.  Hear  me,  good  Captain,  your  Recruits  are  not  yet  full  i  He 
feems  to  be  a  lufty  old  Fellow,  and  can  carry  Arms  yet. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Say  you  fo  ? 

Gripe.  What  a  Devil  does  he  fay,  Arms?  that’s  as  bad! 

Mrs.  Gripe.  If  you  think  fo — take  him  to  your  Cuftody.  When 
he  is  \n  Flanders,  if  I  hear  not  of  my  Sifter  in  a  reafonable  time  I’ll, 
kill  him.  In  the  mean  while  1  11  put  him  into  the  Van  on  all  occa¬ 
sions - - 

Gripe.  Sir,  Sir ’  why  Captain,  Noble  Captain,  lama  moft  hideous 
Coward,  I  (hall  runaway,  and  fpoil  all  your  Men. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  If  you  do,  I  will  hang  you.  No  refitting,  here  take  a 
Shilling. 

Gripe.  I  mu  ft  confels  I  have  a  great  refpetffc  for  a  Shilling,  and  ne¬ 
ver  could  refule  one  in  my  life. 

Mrs.  Gr.ipe.  Enroll  his  name,  and  put  his  Coat  on. 

Gripe.  Now  I  hope  you’l  Jet  me  go  upon  Parol  tofurnilh  my  felf 
w  ith  Neceflarit'S -  , 

Serj.  No:  We’ll  furni(h  you  with  them — 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Now  Sirrah,  you  are  lifted  j  if  you  run  from  your  Co¬ 
lours,  I  can  hang  you  by  Law - 

Gripe.  Heav’n  i  what  am  I  condemned  to? 

Serj. 
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Sir'j.  Here  put  on  you?  Cost. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Kill  him  if  he  refill - 

Gripe.  There  is  Law,  and  I  have  Friends - - 

Mrs  Gripe.  You  lye  Sirrah,  you  have  no  Friends  •  and  for  Law,  I’ll 
make  you  know  that  Inter  Arms filent  Leges.  Put  his  Man  a  Coat  on, 

and  Lift  him.  There's  a  Shilling - 

Rich.  What  (hall  I  do — I  am  a  vile  Coward  !  I  am  as  much  afraid 

of  Guns ,  as  Indians  or  Wild-Beafts  are - - 

Serj.  Come  firrah,  put  it  or* - What’s  your  Name  ? 

Rich.  My  Name  is  RichurdGrxhh  — — 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Carry  them  into  the  Court,  and  teach  ’em  the  ufe  of' 
tfyeir  Arms :  But  d’ye  hear  Serjeant,  be  not  out  of  my  whiftle — 
"Serj.  Come !  Honeft  Comrade  Gripe ,  give  me  thy  hand. 

Gripe.  Pox  on  yourComradefhip ;  I  defire  no  fucl^ife  Company: . 
Did  ever  IthinktobeComradetoiueh  a  fellow  ?■ 

Rich.  Now  mull  I  learn  to  lye  rough,  filch  Linnen,  Heal  Poultry, 
lye  with  a  Sutler’s  Wife,  and»be  Loufie.  Now  Mailer  give  me  your 
hand,  wp  are  Comrades  too - 

Gripe.  Rogue /^fhall  live  to  remember  you.  What  (hall  I  do  ?  All 
my  Writings  will  be  embezz’led,  I  (hall  be  utterlygruin’d ,  my  Mort¬ 
gages  loll,  my  Money  conceal’d- - 

Rich.  Fear  not,  Sir,  you  11  live  better  with  8d.  a  day,  than  ever 
you  did.  I  make  no  doubt  but  you  will  fave  Money  at  the  years  end 
to  put  out  to  ufe — For  my  part,  I  am  glad  that  I  (hall  wear  Cloaths , 
and  [Lxit  Mrs.  Gripe. 

Gripe.  Now  Serjeant,  your  Captain  is  gone  in ;  honeft  Comrade , 
’tisin  your* power  to  oblige  your  felfand  me  very  much:  Ill  give 
you  Ten  Shillings,  and  your  own  agen,  ifyouwillletmeefcape. 

Serj.  How  the  Rogue  values  his  Liberty.  [  sffide. 

No,  good  Sir,  get  you  out.  I’ll  borrow  two  of  Sir  Humphreys  Muf- 

quets,  and  Exercife  you - 

Gripe.  I’ll  gi  ve,  a  it. 

Serj.  No, — go  out,  I  fay. 

Gripe »  Good  Comrade — I  ll  give  you  ia. 

Serj.  Get  you  out — 

Gripe .  Hold — ij. 

Serj.  No — I’ll  not  be  calhier’d  for  you — 

Gripe.  Calhierme;  I’ll  give  14. 

Serj.  No — I  tell  you — 

Gripe.  15. 

Serj,  No. .  .  • 


Gripe. 
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GrtPe*  lS»  to  ^  ^ 

Serj.  Out  I  fay - - 

Gripe.  17. 

•SVrj.  Out,  or  1 11  fend  you  out. 

Gripe,  18.  vyi'  .  S:1  iid? 

Serj.  Go.  .  ;  i 

Gripe.  l£.  ,  ■  /  ;  i  . 

Serj.  I’ll  knock  you  down. 

Gripe.  20.  Have  you  no  mercy  in  ypu  ?  .  .  , 

Serj.  The  Rogue  bids  for  his  Liberty,  as  if  it  .were  a  flock  at  11  d. 
Gleek.  ,  [Exeunt. 


'  £  'ft 
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Enter  ^Humphrey,  Mrs.  Gripe,  Bellamy,  and  Wildman.  * 

Bell.  Wasthfre  ever  fuch  likenefsbetwegntwo,  ;as  betwixt  this. 
Captain  and  his  Sifter  ? 

fVild.  It  is  Prodigiousr^-I  never  heard  her  (peak  but  once,  ^ad  j^e- 
thinks  their  Voices  have  fome  likenefs.  :  ' 

Bell.  They  have  fo — This  is  a  very  Effeminate  man  to  look  at,  yet 
they  report  him  t%be  a  brave  fellow.  r  ■ 

Mrs.  Gripe.  You  oblige  me  beyond  return. 

Sit  Humph.  I  have  often,  heard  of  your  worth,  and  -think  rfly&lf 
happy  in  this  opportunity  of-  knowing  ycu---My  houfe  is  a  houfeaf 
freedom,  Command  it.  If  you  have  a  mind  to  a  frelhhanfbm -Wench, 
as  that’s  no  great  queftion  to  a  young  Officer,  you  (hall  have  hflto 

-  :>  '  i  ,  .. 

Enter  Phillis,  Celia,  and  Chloris. 

*  *  •f'y  #  •  .  1  •  j  •  j  f  f  •'IV  I  f»^n  •  1  ,  f a  -I  .  '  ;  rjo  (  .  tfy  j 

Mrs .  Gripe .  To  us  that  have  been  in  the  Camp,  That's  no  ill  Pro- 
pofal  -  and  faith  Gentlemen,  you  (hail  find  pie  a  Manat  Arms  ina-ll 

points -  .  .  f*< 

Sir  Humph.  In  the  mean  time  here  is  my  M^ftrefs, ,  I  bar  her*«tTi — 
But  the  other  two,  if  you  can  win  'em,  do— t~ 

Mrs.  Gripe .  And  faith  1 11  try  ’em.  I  am  refolved  tp  carry  on  this 
frolick  as  far  as  ’twill  go.  [Jfide. 

Sir  Humph .  This  is  the  Captain  that’s  fo  like  his  Sifter  [They  falute, 
Phill.  There  is  a  ftrange  refemblance  betwixt  ’em — ~  .  . 

Chlo.  I  never  faw  one  fo  like  another  days  p*  my  breath, 

CelU.  He  is  a  mighty  pretty  Man. 

Chlo.  A  fine  Gentleman  as  ere  I  faw — — 

CelU.  He  is  a  very  fweet  Perfon  indeed. 

I  Bell. 


m  . 

BeR.  Ha  }  Hike  not  thefe  proceedings.'  This  Beardlefs  Officer  will 
be  too  hard  for  us.  * 

IVild.  Oh  thefe  Wenches  love  a  fellow  with  a  Scarf,  or  an  Arfc 
Belt  mightily.  1  • '  '"C,  '  •  V. : '  ’ " 

Phill.  My  Dear,  Ihave  arLawyer  and  Writings  ready  for  that  Set¬ 
tlement  thou  wert  pleas’d  to  promife  me,  if  thou  wilt  difpatch  it  now, 
not  that  I  defire  it ;  but  in  cafe  of  Mortality:  for  while  thou  liveiH 
defire  nothing  but  th^e ,  and  when  thou  art'  dead  twill  do  me  1  ' 

godcf—Fo^T  fhallffcafce  out-live  thee.  So  I  am  very  indifferent,  do 
what  thou  wilt. 

Sir  Humph.- No--^come  my  Dear,  I’ll  difpatch  it  now.  Sir  your  par¬ 
don  for,  a  moment.  .  \_Exit  Sir  Humph,  and.  Phillis. 

Be!!:  Prithee  let’s  Withdraw  and  obferve  ’em  a'little. 

Wffl.  -Sir,  He’ll  Wait  on  yon  Fuddelily,siS  the  mean  time  we  lea  ve 
the  Ladies  with  you-.-  [E'x. 

MtsvGripe.  Your  Servant  :  Thefe  I  humbly  conceive  are  Whores, 
or  they  wou’d  not  be  here;  how  the  Devil  (hall  I  talk  to’em)both? 
Chlo.  Well— -he's  the  prettied  Man  that  e’re  was  berrf  ■ 

Celia.  You  cannot  have  been  long  a  Souldier,  youareTo  ypungand 
fmooth-fac’d - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  have  no  youth, -but what’s  at  the  Ladies  Service — 
Chlo.  Pray  what  manner  of  Ladies  have  you  beyond  Sea  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe,.  Hot  half  fo  pretty  as  the  Englifh  Ladies. 

Chlo.  HoW  do  they  make  love  there? 

Mils.  Gripe.  Faith  Madam  thus — we  fall  o’ board  as  fail  as  We  can, 
thus,  and  thus — [_iCiJfes  ’em.J  and  thus  and  thus — 

Celia.  Hold,  hold  Sir,  you  are  very  brisk. 

Chlo.  Well---he  is  a  pretty  good  nature!  thing,  I  warrant  him— 
Celia.  Have  you  been  in  many  Battels?  I  fee  you  are  a  valiant  Man. 
Mrs!  Gripe.  Yes',  many---!  have  been  ufed  to  Fire,  Smoak,  and 
Cannon  ;  Yells  of  Matrons,  and  groans  of  dying  men,  and  cannot 
Boggle  at  a  Lady  ;  as  for  example —  [  SCiffes  ’em  again. 

Chlo.  He  is  a  gallant  Officer,  no  do,ubt - - 

Celia.  You  are  a  rare  man.;  you  tlaiah;  to  (form  a  Lady,  dnd  carry 

her  bv  Fire  and  Swofd.  ' <  xniM  .eiM  Iflu  ' 

Jkfrs,  Gripe  7  My  titryaisbut  fliort,  and  I  wifhl  were  rid^ofher,  that 
nCefta!  S I  mijjjnu^fi. you  how  much  I  am  taken  with  you  ; 
and  if  you  would  not  believe  my  words,  to  (lrow  it  by  my  aftions— 
b£$?-L$>u  with  this  Captain.. 

Chlo.  Uiptain,  one  worawith  you —  v  ^  . 

pMrs.  Gripe.  Dear  pretty  Creature— —how  you  tranTpd'rl  me  ; 

if 
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if  yon  Lady  were  abfenti  I  have  fuch  a  palfion  todifclofe  to  you? 

Chlo.  A  raoft  admirable  man — Sir,  I  (hould  be  loath  to  be  efteem’d 
ungrateful.  . 

Wild.  What  a  condition  we  are  in  /  S’heart— They’l  ravifli  him. 

Bell.  Thefe  Wenches  are  ftark  mad  after  fmooth-faced  fighting 
fellows,  let 'em  be  never  fuch  Puppies. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Dear  pretty  Rogue,  y ’are  the  fweeteft  Creature  I  ever 
faw,  and  fhe  is  difagreeable~oh  that  I  had  thee  alone. 

Celia.  You  Compliment  me ,  he's  a  fine  bred  man  j  what  a  mein 
heha^j’ 

Chlo.  By  your  leave.  Sweet  Captain,  I  believe  you  met  with  little 
refiftance  from  the  Ladies  in  Flanders. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  (hould  be  overjoy’d  to  meet  none  from  thee,  My  dear 
pretty  one,  would  yon  Creature  were  away.  I  do  not  like  her  at  all — 
T  have  that  to  tell  you— 

Chlo.  Are  we  not  uncivil,  botlfus  to  leave  Madam  Phillis— \£.  you 
will  go  to  her,  I’ll  come  prefently. 

Celia.  I  am  not  to  be  taught  Civility  from  you ,  good  Madam, 
go  you— — 

Chlo.  Nor  am  I  to  be  taught  by  you,  and  you  go  to  that. 

Bed.  Very  fine,  they’l  fight  for  him  by  and  by. 

Celia.  But  Captain. 

Chlo.  I’ll  tell  you  Captain. 

Celia.  'Tis  not  good  breeding,Madam,  to  interrupt  one  in  fpeakirig. 

Chlo.  Tell  me  of  breeding.  There  has  been  Tome  difference  in  our 
breeding. 

Celia.  That  there  has  to  my  advantage:  'Slife  your  breeding. 

Wild.  We  are  like  to  have  very  conftant  Miftreftes,  if  we  get  ’em. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  So — I  am  a  very  pretty  fellow  :  I  have  got  the  hearts 
of  both  of  ’em,  and  now  I  am' afraid  I  (hall  find  it  hard  to  get  rid 
of  ’em. 

Celia.  I  wonder  at  y Our  Impertinence. 

Chlo.  My  Impertinence ;  You  are  a  confident  Creature. 

Celia.  Thou  art  below  my  anger. 

Chlo.  Am  I  fo  ?  well - -I  know  what  you  are! 

Celia.  Why]  what  am  I  Mrs.  Minx  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Nay,  good  Ladies  hold.  Let  this  go  nofarther ;  for  as 
I  am  an  Officer,  I  am  bound  to  fecure  you,  faith— 

Chlo.  At  your  Command,  good  Captain— I  (hall  defifi — 

Celia.  If  it  were  not  for  your  prefence ,  fweet  Captain,  I  fliould 
fay  more - - 

-  ^  >  >  Bell, 
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Bell.  Tis  time  to  appear.  This  young  [Bell,  and  Wild,  appear. 

fellow  will  have  ’em  both  elfe. 

Wild.  What  at  Wars,  Lady  ?  You  are  a  happy  Man,  Captain. 

Bell.  And  a  brisk  one  at  Women,  I  fee  that. 

.Mrs.  Gripe.  So,  fo:  We  that  come  from  the  Camp  are  pretty  well 
fet,  and  are  feldom  over-baihful - 

BeH.  I  fee,  Madam,  you  can  be  gracious  to  the  Captain,  though 
you  are  cruel  to  me. 

Celia.  What  becaufe  I  (hew  a  little  outward  Civility.  Though  re¬ 
ally,  he  is  the  prettieft  Gentleman  I  ever  faw.  But  Captain,  as  we 
were  faying - 

Bell.  Very  fine. 

Wild.  I  fee  you  are  moil  infinitely  taken  with  the  Captain ;  But  I 
cannot  get  a  good  look  of  you - 

Qhlo.  Lord  /  that  you  (hould  fay  fo :  Would  not  you  have  one  well' 
bredtoaftranger?  ButCaptain,  you  were  faying  fomething  tome 
even  now - 

BeH.  This  is  excellent — I  fee  we  n?.uft  rout  the  Captain,  or  lofe  the 
Wenches. 

Wild.  Pox  on  all  thefe  whiffling  young  Officers!  all  the  Whores 
run  mad  after  ’em  •  and  a  good  fubftantial  folid  Whoremafter  cannot 
keep  one  in  quiet  for  ’em. 

Enter  Sir  Humphrey. 

Sir  Humph.  Captain,  your  humble  Servant - • 

There’s  a  Collation, and  fome  Bottles  waiting  for  you,  and  my  Friends^ 
and  I  beg  your  Company - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  will  but  fee  how  my  two  new  Souldiers  are  difpos  d 
of,  and  I’ll  wait  on  you.  Do  not  ftay  for  me,  I  befeech  y  ou  — 

Sir  Humph.  Ladies  /  do  you  retire  5  there  will  be  Drinking. 

Qhlo.  Your  Servant,  fweet  Captain. 

Celia.  Your  humble  Servant, good  Captain — \_Ex.allbut  Mrs. Gripe; 

Mrs.  Gripe.  What  (lull  I  do  amongft 'em ;  I  cannot  drink:  yeti 
have  a  great  Curiofity  to  fee  what  it  is  that  charms  men  to  fit  up 
whole  Nights  at  eating  Houfes  and  Taverns. 

*  f  k  #  \ 

Enter  Phillis  tvith  a  Mote. 


Phill.  Sweet  Captain,  I  have  no  time  to  ftay,  nor  dare  I  be  feen 

H  alone 
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alone  with  you  ;  but  That  will  tell  you  fortiething^  which  I  might  blufli 

to  fpeak — Farewell -  [Ex.  Phillis. 

Mrs. Gripe.  Moll  excellent  Women!  what’s  this ,  another  Con- 
queft  ?  hah—  [Reads. 

Thatlwasextreamly  furpriz'd  at  the  fight  of  you,  This  Paper  will 
fufficiently  prove  -  for  could  I  have  refilled  your  Charms,  you  had 
never  teen  it:  But  now  l  am  afraid  you  have  the  pow’r  to  make  me 
entirely  Yours,  Phillis. 

What  a  Farce  will  this  be  when  I  am  difcover’d  ?  Poor  Wenches,’ 
how  mii’erably  I  (hall  difappoint  ’em -  [Exit. 

Enter, Sir  Humphrey, Bellamy, Wildman,.5V>  Chriftopher,Blunderbus> 
and  Heildebrand.  dBanquet.  Table  and  Wine. 

Sir  Humph .  Come  on,  Sir  Chrijlopher !  are  you  ready  for  a  Bottle  ? 
SirChr .  Ready!  I  warrant  you  /  I  have  lain  rough  and  recruited. 
IneeJlefs  baiting  for  the  Journey  than  a  Carrier’s  Horfe.  Give  me  a 
Glafs  in  my  right  hand. 

Sir  Humph.  Sit  all- -  [dll  fit  down. 

Sir  Ghr.  Come  faith,  let’s  be  all  very  merry,  and  roar  extremely. 

Enter  Mrs.  Gripej  and  Sergeants 

Sir  Etumph.  Take  your  courfe ;  Captain,  your  moll  humble  Ser¬ 
vant.  Sir  Chrijlopher ,  this  is  the  Captain  you  heard  of. 

Sir  Chr.  I  honour  him,  and  here’s  his  Health  in  a  Bumper— - 
.  Mrs.  Gripe.  Sir  Humphrey,  I  mull  defire  my  Liberty.  Wine  does 
not  agree  with  me,  I  never  drink  hard. 

Sir  Humph.  Every  Gentleman  is  free  in  my  Houle. 

Sir  Chr.  Hey !  we  lhall  have  fine  work  indeed.  What  a  Devil*  a 
Captain,  and  cannot  Drink  ?  Can  you  Whore? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  So,  fo — well  enough  for  a  young  Beginner. 

SirChr.  Not  Drink’-  ’Shear  t!  a  man  is  not  fit  for  a  Captain  that 
cannot  Drink,  Shall  I  ask  you  a  quellicn  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Yes. 

SirChr.  Can  you  Fight? 

Sir  Humph.  Hold  good  Sir  Chrijlopher^  no  Bullying  here - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  You  had  bell  try,  if  you  dare;  Death/  w^hat  a  que- 
llion  was  that !  What  Scoundrel  art  thou  that  askeft  fuch  aquellion  ? 
This  Company  prefer  res  thy  life. 

Sir  Chr.  I  have  done,  1  have.done :  Hu,  Heildebrand  l  he’s  damn’d 
flout,  I  believe...  _  Mrs. 
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Mrs. Gripe.  I  could  tell  Thee  Actions  I  have  been.  in?  would  freeze 
thy  blood  to  hear  of  '•  Fight— quoth  a  !  Can  ft  thou  fight  up  to  the 
knees  in  blood  ?  and  at  Midnight  with  no  light  but  what  Guns  make, 
with  Shot  like  hail  about  thy  ears,  clamber  over  mountains  of  dead 
Bodies,  and  fight  thy  way  to  a  General  s  Tent,  and  bring  the  General 
Prifoner  through  all  his  Mirmidons  ?  hah - 

Sir  Cbr.  Sir,  I  beg  your  Pardon,  I  believe  it;  He’s  a  plaguv  float 
fellow. 

Mrs .  Gripe.  ’Tis  not  your  beft  way  to  queftion  it.  Can  you  lead 
your  Souldiers  up  to  a  wall,  and  fcale  it,  when  Bullets,  melted  Pitch 
and  Sulphur  rain  upon  you?  Fight!  the  manner  lived  that  ask'd  me 
yet  that  queftion  / 

SirChr .  ’Sheart,  hee'lcut  my  Throat- -Sir,  I  beg  your  Pardon,  I 
fay - 

Sir  Humph .  Come  Captain,  'Tis  enough:  fall  on  upon  this  Colla^ 
tion,  and  we’ll  have  a  Chanfon  a  boire  to  compofc  the  matter. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  With  all  my  heart. 

Sir  Humph.  SomeMufick!  Sing  me  a  Song - 

A  Drinking  S  0  N 

LEt  the  daring  Adventurers  be  tofs'd  on  the  Maini 
And  for  Riches  no  dangers  decline  • 

Though  with  hazard  the  fpoils  of  both  Indies  they  gain  ^ 

They  can  bring  its  no  Trcafure  like  Wine. 

Enough  of  fuch  Wealth  would  a  Beggar  enrich , 

And  fupply  greater  wants  in  a  King  ; 

'Twould Jooth  all  the  Griefs  in  a  comfortlefs  Wretch^ 

And  infpire  weeping  Captives  to  Sing. 

There  is  none  that  groans  under  a  burdetffo'm  life , 

If  this  foveraign  Balfom  he  gains  • 

This  will  make  a  man  bear  all  the  PUgues  of  a  Wifey 
And  of  Raggs  5  and  Difeafes  in  Chains. 

It  fwells  all  our  Veins  with  a  kind  purple  flood , 

And  puts  Love  and  great  Thoughts  in  the  mind: 

There's  no  Peafant  fo  rank ,  but  it  fills  with  good  blood } 

And  to  gallantry  makes  him  inc lin'd. 

FI  2 
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There  s  nothing  our  Hearts  with  fuch  Joy  can  bewitch, i. 

£or  on  £arth  * tis  a  Pow  r  that  s  Divine  . 

/Fit ho ttt  it,  we  ’ re  wretched  tho 5  never  fo  Rich, 

Nor  is  any  .man  Poor  that  has  Wine. 

S'trChr .  Pox!  This  is  a  pretty  Mufieal  bufmefs ;  but  this  will  not 
make  a  man  merry— 1*11  fing  you  a  Song :  Fill  the  Glaffes  firft.  Come 
on.  When  I  fing  Down.,  down,  Then  you  muftall  drink-' 

.  ..  ,  I 

SONG. 

I'  Love  fome  body*  I  love  no  body  y 
Some  body ,  no  body  dearly : 

I  Jove  fome  body ,  &c. 

Be  jhe  black ,  or  be  Jhe  brown , 

She  s  the  befi  in  all  the  Town2 
So  fhe  keep  her  Belly  down . 

Down ,  down ,  down  down  : 

There's  no  fault  to  be  found. 

So  J, he  keep  her  Belly  down . . 

Bah  1  I  think  this  is  well,  hah  ! 

Mrs.  Gripe.  A  very  merry  Fellow-Give  me  thy  hand. 

Sir  Chr.  I  am  your  moft  humble  Servant  to  command— I  love  a 
brave  fellow-  with  my  heart. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Come  on,  I  have  provided  fome  Entertainment  in- 
ftead  of  a  Dance — -you  (hall  fee  my  two  new  Souldiers  Exercis’d — • 
fetch  ’em  in  Serjeant-^  [_£xit  Serj. 

Sir  Humph.  You  have  found  out  an  admirable  way  to  plague  an 

old  cowardly  Ufurer,  to  make  a  Souldier  of  him- - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  warrant  I  (hall  plague  him  ere  I  have  done  with  him, 

/Vild.  This  is  an  excellent  Trick  found  out  for  ’em. 

v  .  *  -  ■  }  *  ■  . ,  “  ■<] 

Enter  Serjeant  with  Gripe  and  Richard.’ 

Gripe.  Well,  There’s  Law,  Sir— yet— I  (ay. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  ;Sheart,does  he  talk  of  La  w  agen?Knock  him  o’th’  head. 

Gripe.  Hold,  hold,  I  fay  no  more- - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Next  Tide  he  takes  Boat,  and  away  for  Flanders. 

SirCbr.  Oh  /  honeft  Gripe  /  Art  thou  turn'd  Souldier?  Thou  art  a 
good  hopeful  Musketeer  of  thy  age, 

Blund. 
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Blund.  A  very  pretty  old  Fellow, and  Hands  luftily  under  a  Musket. 

Heild.  A  brave  old  Souldier,  i’faith !  Can’ll  thQu  flare  a  Cannon 
in  the  face  ?  - 

Gripe.  What’s  that  to  you,  you  Coxcombs— -Well,  I  (hall  out-live 
this,  Rogues and  all  this  may  turn  to  my  profit  in  the  end. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Order  your  Arms —  [ They  Poife  their  Muskets. 

Did  you  ever  fee  fuch  dull  Rafcals  ?  order  your  arms  thus,  fet  ’em 
down — Take  that  to  make  you  remember  another  time.Cdfo  ernes  'em. 

Gripe.  Imuftfuffer!  there’s  no  remedy. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Poife  your  Muskets. 

Rich.  What  a  Devil  muft  we  do  now? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Poife  your  Muskets  thus,  you  Rafcals — : 

Pox  on  you  for  dull  Rogues.  [ Strikes  'em  agen. 

Gripe.  Well,  fowedo:  W  hat  a  Devil  wou’d  you  have? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  What  with  both  hands  ? 

Serj.  In  one  hand,  thus. 

Rich.  Well,  thus  then? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Shoulder.  [ They  put  'em  on  the  wrong  [boulder. 

Serj.  That’s  the  wrong  (houlder— 

Mrs.  Gripe.  On  the  other  (houlder  1  ye  Blockheads ,  you  have  lels 
fence  than  Statues - 

Gripe.  Ay — I  am  fo  dull,  you  had  better  let  me  go- — — 

Mrs.  Gripe..  Til  make  you  do  it— Shoulder,  I  fay.  March. 

Gripe.  I  thank  you  Sir, — with  all  my  SThey  lay  their  Muskets 

heart— that- -we  will  march -  L  down,  and  offer  to  go  out. 

Rich.  We’ll  march  well  enough,  I  warrant  you. 

Mrs. Gripe.  Is  that  your  marching?  Take  up  your  Arms,  Rogues, 
I’ll  run  you  through  elfe— take  ’em  up  I  fay -  [She  canes ’em. 

Gripe.  Well — well — what  a  Devil  would  you  have?  Did  you  not 
bid  us  march  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I’ll  make  you  march  againfl  the  mouth  of  a  Cannon^ 
before  I  have  done.  ' 

Gripe.  O  damn’d  Ty  rant,  I  muft  try  to  compound  with  him. 

Sir  Humph.  This  is  admirable  Difcipline  indeed,  Captain. 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  Sir  ChrtJlopherjMt.  Blunder  bus  and  Heildebrand^Sk^ca.xey  and  ■ 
ihift  for  your  felves.  There  are  Threefcore  Baiiiis  waiting  for  you  in 
the  Street,and  they  have  belet  the  Houfe  round, that  there  is  no  pofft- 
bility  of  efcaping — — 

!  .  •  She  r 
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Sir  Chr.  OHeav’n!  what  (hall  I  do?  if  I  be  once  carried  to  Goal, 
I  (hall  lye  and  rot  there.  Hold,  let  me  fee — —  ’ 

Bland.  We  (hall  ftarve  if  wegotoPrifon - - 

Heild.  Let  us  think  of  fome  way,  They  are  too  many  for  us  to  beat. 

Sir  Qhr.  Captain,  if  you  would  but  do  us  the  favour  to  fend  for 
three  Red  Coats,  and  own  us  to  be  your  Souldiers,  we  may  efcape. 

Bland.  A  rare  way. 

Heild.  An  excellent  way .  good  Captain  favour  us. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  My  Footmen  have  a  Bundle  of  red  Coats  here .  but  I 
cannot  in  Honour  pafs  you  for  my  Souldiers,  unlefsyou  be  fo— if  you 
will  take  each  a  Shilling  of  me  and  be  lifted,  you  may  -  otherwife  I 
can  do  you  no  good. 

SirChr. 

Bland. 

Heild. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  There’s  1 2  d.  ape  ice,  Serjeant  take  their  Names- — - 
I  (hall  order  them  too — f  11  teach  ’em  to  roar  and  bully  up  and  down 
the  Town.  Get  their  CoataandBandeleers  on. 

Rich.  Come  on  Comrades,  fellow  Souldiers,  give  me  your  hands 
all — The  more  the  merrier- 

SirChr.  How  now  fancy  Rogue — Do  you  long  very  much  for  a 
broken— head— - 

Sir  Humph.  You  may  command  all  my  Houfe,  andl  begof  you  to 
make  it  your  own  while  you  ftay  in  England, 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  give  you  humble  thanks. 

Sir  Qhr.  So— how  do  thefe  Accoutrements  become  us  ? 

Bell.  Oh  rarely— you  are  the  feirceft  Souldiers  I  have  feeni  1 

Sir  Qhr.  Now,  noble  Captain,  we’ll  march  under  your  Command. 

Gripe.  A  Sou  ldier  muft  I  be?  Here’s  company  for  the  Devil.  - 

Mrs.Gripe ,  Come  /  we  ll  go  into  the  Court-yard :  There  I’ll  exercife 
,  ye,  and  fend  for  the  Head-Bailiff, and  let  himknowye  aremy  Souldiers. 

SirChr.  Very  well,  I  vow,  that  will  do  rarely— 

Sir  Humph.  Come  Gentlemen,  in  the  mean  time,  we’ll  to  the  Wo¬ 
men  •  your  Servant,  Captain.  . 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Your  Servant:  Was  ever  defign  fo  well  begun,  and  fo 
hopefully  carried  on  ?  They  all  take  me  for  my  Twin-Brother. 

Serj.  I  that  know  you  both,  don’t  wonder  at  it. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Come  Souldiers  March— March,  I  fay—  [ Ex.Omnes . 


■With  all  our  hearts." 


The  End  of  the .  Fourth  AB. 


ACT. 


ACT.  V. 


Enter  Sir  Humphrey,  Bellamy,  Wildman. 


Sett.  "O  Ri  thee,  Sir  Humphrey,  let's  not  leave  off  our  Debauch ,  but 
ST  drink  on :  we  have  juft  wound  our  fclves  up,  and  tun’el  our 
Inftruments,  and  now  we  give  over  playing. 

t.  Wild.  'Tis  unreafonable— I  would  as  foon  turn  my  back  upon  a  Wo¬ 
man  I  was  in  love  with,  juft  as  I  had  gotten  her  confent,  or  run  away 
when  a  Battel  were  firft  joyn’d,  as  leave  my  Bottle  now. 

Sir  Humph.  I  do  confels  I  am  an  Epicurean  in  this,  and  in  every  thing. 
I’d  go  no  further  than  the  pleafing  of  my  Senfes :  I  would  have  juft  (o 
much  Wine,  as  would  give  mean  Appetite  to  Woman,  and  juftfo 
much  Wcftnan,  as  would  give  me  a  defire  to  Wine. 

,#*//.  After  a  Bottle  and  a  half, the  man  that-fays  Confider,is  my  Foe. 

Wild.  This  has  but  rais’d  me - • 

Tom  only  Court ,  and  keep  a  pother 
To  make  meGamefome  for  another. 

Sir  Humph.  Faith  Gentlemen- -We  have  had  the  beftofour  felves; 
we  have  drawn  off  the  Spirit,  and  nothing  but  the  Lees  remain. 

Bell.  We  have  but  juft  kindled  the  fire  and  yoa  would  put 
it  out. 

Sir  Humph.  Rather  than  that  ihould  put  me  out  — — 

IVild.  No .  ’twill  make  our  Souls  burn  clearer.  Do  but  confider, 
that  none  butFools-are  merry  without  Wine,  fuch  unthinking  Cox¬ 
combs  as  are  extreamly  pleas’d  with  their  own  foolilh  perfons. 

Bell.  But  the  thinking  man  comes  to  good  fence,  and  that  pulls  him 
back  in  the  height  of  his  Career,  and  makes  us  think  what  frail  En¬ 
gines  we  are;  But  Wine  makes  us  even  with  the  Coxcombs,  merry 
and  pleas’d  with  our  felves. 

Sir  Humph.  A  man  of  fence  is  content,  becaufe  he  muft  make  the 
beft  of  a  bid  Market,  but  Fools  are  never  truly  pleas'd,  they  find 
themfelves  defpis’d  by  thofe  they  really  admire  for  Wit  is  an  Idol 
of  all ;  and  Fools  only  hate  witty  men,  as  a  poor  man  does  a  rich  one. 

BeH.  I  know  not  whether  they’re  pleas’d ;  but  they  laugh  and 
make  a  noife,  -as  if  they  were  merry.  •  r  , 

Sir  Humph.  So  Children  that  are  .afraid  of  Spirits  ftng  and  make  a 
noife  in  the  dark,  but  are  devillilhly  afraid  for  ill  that ;  and  Cox¬ 
combs  are  damnably  dull  and  fad  for  all  their  laughing ;  and  even 

when 
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when  they  drink,  They  have  the  Pain,  but  never  the  pleafure  of 
Drunkennefs,  •, 

Wild.  A  man  would  think  Coxcombs  the  ferenefl:  Animals  breath- 
ing  ;  yet  fure  if  they  be  happy,  they  are  fo  for  ought  they  know— 
Bell.  Pox  on  ’em,  let  ’em  be  what  they  will :  but  nothing  but  Wine 
can  make  us  merry  ;  and  therefore  to  our  Celery  again. 

Sir  Humph.  We  Northern  people  that  want  theSun  without, ought 
indeed  to  put  good  ftore  of  Wine,  and  create  a  Sun  within  us. 

Wild.  That’s  right,  to  our  Celery  again,  I  fay, 

Sir  Humph.  ’Tispleafant  while  it  is  Flood  within  us;  butweflrall 
Ebb,  and  grow  dul  1  handing  Water  after  a  little  while. 

Bell.  Prithee  don’t  think  to  fimilize  us  out  of  our  Bottles - 

Sir  Humph.  Nay,  if  you  be  refolv’d,  you  (lull  find  me  Coy  no 
longer - 

Wild.  I  knew  he  would  come  to  it  at  laft  :  But  thou  art  fuch  a 

Jilting  Drunkard -  .  • 

Sir  Humph.  Let’s  in  then,  if  you  will  not,  let  me  take  the  air  a 
j little. 

Bell.  Air !  Open  the  Window,  and  take  it  that  way - 

Enter  Stervurd. 

Steve.  I  bring  you  News  that  will  hop  you  in  your  Career  of 

mirth - 1  can  fcarce  tell  it  you  for  weeping. 

Sir  Humph.  What  means  the  fellow - - 

Steve.  I  little  thought  to  live  to  fee  this  day — - 
Sir  Humph.  Pox  o’  your  Formality !  out  with  your  difmal  News--- 
Steve.  All  your  Land  in  Ej[ex  is  extended  by  your  Creditors.  And 
your  Furniture  the  richeft  in  the  County  all  feiz’d  upon. 

Sir  Humph.  What  fays  the  Fool  ? - 

Stew.  Would  you  had  taken  the  Fool's  counfel,  it  had  not  been  Co. 
I  remember  when  my  old  Mafter  purchas’d  it,  and  little  thought  I 
(hould  have  feen  it  go  out  of  the  Family ;  and  now  there  is  no  reme¬ 
dy  ;  for  all  the  Land  you  had  free,  you  have  this  day  fetled  upon  your 
Miftrefs- — Whore.  [_/jfide. 

Sir  Humph.  ’Sdeath  is  this  true  thou  telleft  me  ? 

Stew.  Too  true,  would  Heav’n  it  were  not ;  your  Bailiff  who  is 
turn’d  out  ofPoffelfion,  is  come  up  with  the  News  And  all  this 
Money  is  run  out  to  Rogues,  from  whom  you  have  taken  up  Com¬ 
modities  upon  Judgments;  moft  of  which  you  fold  agen  for  half 
-.value - 


Sir 
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Sir  Humph.  Thisis  furprizing  News  !  what  a  damp  it  has  ftruck 
upon  me— I  begin  to  come  to  my  felf  now. 

Stew .  Many  a  good  Chrijlm.ts  has  my  old  Matter  kept  there,  and 
mutt  it  now  be  parted  from  his  Family - 

Sir  Humph.  Gentlemen,  my  Friends— if  you  would  oblige  me  fo 
much  as  to  be  bound  with  me  for  a  Sum  of  Money  to  hop  thefe  ra¬ 
venous  Creditors  mouths  for  the  prefent,  I  will  fell  my  Timber, 
and  redeem  my  Houfe  and  Land  afterwards,  and  fecure  you  in  the 
mean  time. 

Bell,  How  Sir  /  be  Bound — hum — your  Steward  fays,  you  have 

no  Land  to  give  Counter-Security  with - 1  (hould  be  glad  to  ferve 

you - 

Wild.  I’ll  venture  my  life  for  you,  whenever  you  command  me; 
but  for  being  Bound  you  mutt  excufe  me.  I  have  taken  an  Oath 
againft  that  :  befides  3  if  I  woulcj*  you  cannot  give  Counter- 
Security — 

Sir  Humph ♦  So !  This  is  the  world,  I  find  ;  yet  I  could  not  have 
believ'd  the  Companions  of  all  my  Pleafures  and  Extravagancies 
could  have  thus  deferted  me — I  thank  you  Gentlemen  ,  for  clearing 
my  Underftanding.  Tis  time  to  be  Sober  now  :  Well — I  will 
try  fome  fudden  way  ;  A  defperate  ill ,  mutt  have  a  defperate 
cure — Farewel.  [Exit  Sir  Humphrey. 

Stew, So— What  is  become  now  of  my  Employment  ?  "tis  not  worth 
above  fix  hours  purchafe.  That  I  (hould  live  till  now. — [ Ex .  Steward . 

Bell.  So  here  ends  all  our  Revelling  in  this  Houfe  :  This  is  a 
fudden  turn. 

Wild.  Beyond  my  expectation  !  what  a  Coxcomb  he  was  to  run 
out  thus  l 

Bell,  Indeed ,  I  never  thought  he  had  much  in  him ;  he  had 
but  ordinary Sentte  at  the  beft  •  but  this  was  fuch  a  Folly,  I  am 
afham’d  of  him. 

Wild,  We  mutt  e’n  leave  his  Company ;  but  this  Wench  Celix 
runs  in  my  mind.  I  mutt  have  her  at  any  rate :  tho'  I  keep — 

Bell .  I  am  in  the  fame  condition  ;  and  if  we  do  keep-  we  mutt 
watch  'em  from  young  Officers .  or  they!  run  devillifhly  aftray  el(e. 

Wild.  Whatever  thefe  Officers  do  abroad — I  am  hire  they  are  al¬ 
ways  invading  the  Territories  of  the  Keepers  at  home - 

Bell.  Tho*  they  are  in  a  friends  Countrey  ,  they  will  make 
Excurfions  for  forrage  of  that  kind— But  let  us  feek  out  thefe 
pretty  Whores - -  [\ Exeunt . 


I 
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Enter  Mrs.  Gripe  and  Celia.' 

Mrs.  Gripe.~*S life  !  what  fliall  I  do  ?  thefe  Wenches  will  over¬ 
run  me. 

Celis.  Dear  Captain  ,  I  muft  confefs  for  all  my  Modefty,  that  I 
am  transported  at  the  Alfurance  which  you  give  me  of  having  your 
Love— I  am  not  afham’d  to  fay,  You  are  the  fir  If  that  ever  won  my 
heart,  and  .'hall  be  the  laft  to  whom  I  e’r  will  give  it. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  And  ’tis  a  Treafure  I  will  never  part  with :  Come 
feal  the  Promife  with  a  kifs. 

Celia.  O  /  thou  fweet  Creature.  I  can  deny  thee  nothing. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  We  are  fo  vexed  with  that  troublefome  Creature , 
Cbloris ,  who  watches  us. 

Celia*  This  H  >ufe  is  large,  and  in  the  Evening  1  if  you’l  meet  in  the 
farther  end  of  the  long  Gallery^  There  is  a  Room  where  we  may 
difcourfe  further  of  our  Love. 

Mrs  Gripe.  Difcourfe  /  I  hate  Difcourle,  I  am  too  vigorous  for 
that — I  lhall  fo — kifs  thee  there - 

Celia.  Well  /  Thou  art  a  pretty  Rogue,  Ivow— 

Enter  Chloris. 

Cblo.  How,  killing  her  '■ 

Celu.  Yonder’s  that  envious  Creature  i  Farewel,  at  Eight  in  the 
Gallery —  \_Ex.  Celia. 

Mrs.  Gr'pe.  Oh  my  d#r  fweet  one,  now  that  malicious  Woman’s 
gone,  I  can  tell  thee  how  Ilove  thee- 

Cblo.  Me  /  what  did  you  kifs  her  for  then  ?: 

Mrs. Gripe.  The  poor  thing  is  fo  fond,  flie  would  kifs  me  ;  but  I 
fliall  make  fuch  an  A.'sof  her. 

Cblo .  Nay]  will  you  though,  dear  Captain? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Will F?  why,  I  hate  her Perfon and  Conditions:  Me- 
thinks  (he’s  ugly. 

Cblo.  Indeed;  I  think  (he  is  not  handfom,  that’s  the  (hort  and  the 
long  on’t. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Handfom  !  Thou  art  an  Angel  to  her !  Oh  how  Ilove 
thy  Beauty  and  thy  Shape -  Z&iffes  and  toufes  her. 

Chid..  Nay !‘  be  quiet  now- — Ivow  you  make  me  bluih  -  — 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Oh  dear  Rogue  I  That  I  were  in  bed  with  Thee  and  the 
Candles  out,  and  bluih  what  thou  could’ft- 

Cblo. 
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Chlo,  Well ,  I  cannot  help  telling  of  you ,  you  are  the  prettied 
Man  I  ever  faw. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Thou  know’ll:  not  half  that’s  in  me  /  we  are  watch ’t 
now — But  meet  meat  the  farther  end  of  the  long  Gallery  this  Night 
at  Eight,  and  you  (hall  find  me  a  Lion - 

Chlo.  And  you  would  have  me  your  Lamb  then.  Well,  I’ll  meet  and 
venture'- — Here  cdmes  Madam  Phillis — Farewel.  [Exit  Chloris. 

Enter  Phillis. 

Mrs. Gripe.  Here’s  another !  No  Mortal  Captain  could  tell  what 
to  do  with  thefe  Three:  (As gad  fave  me)  ’tis  unreafonalle. 

Phill.  Sweet  Captain,  I  have  blufh't  lufficiently  at  the  little  Billet 
I  gave  you •  I  Icarce  have  Confidence  enough  to  fee  you  after  it, 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Dear  fair  one ,  If  you  had  not  refolv  d  to  fee  me,  your 
Letter  had  been  in  vain;if  I  could  tell  you  my  Tranfport  at  the  reading 
of  it,  I  fhould  be  more  Eloquent  than  Sir  Formal  himfelfi 

Phill.  Can  you  forgive  my  Confidence  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  am  fure  'tis  fo  much  to  my  advantage,  that  I  Ihould 
never  have  forgiven  yourBafiifulfulnefs. 

Phill.  Thisisexcefs  of  Generofity. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Balhfulnefs  in  Love !  you  prevented  me,  or  you  (hou’d 
have  feen  l  was  not  balhful. 

Phill.  But  that  I  fear’d  your  fudden  Departure  for  Flanders,  you 
Ihould  have  learnt  my  Love  from  other  Signs - 

Mrs. Gripe.  Depart  for  Plunders  /  while  my  dear  Mrs.  is  here !  It 
cannot  be;  I’ll  this  Night  give  up  my  Commiflion. 

Phill.  My  Dear  1  you  are  not  fure  in  earneft  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Upon  my  Honour,  Madam — I  am.  Sir  Humphrey  has 
made  mepromife  himto  lye  here  this  Night  :  My  Chamber  is  at  the 
farther  end  of  the  Gallery,  at  Eight  if  you’l  meet  me  there,  I’ll  (hew 
you  I  am  in  earneft  ;  by  this  Kils  I  will ! 

Phill.  Sure  there’s  Witchcraft  in  you,  that  you  fliould  charm  me 
thus. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Iconfefs  ’tis  ungrateful,  Sir  Humphrey  has  fo  oblig’d 
me - 

Phill.  Ne’r  think  on  that;  who  (hall  tell  him?  I  fear  we  are 
watch’ t — Farewel — at  Eight—  [if*.  Ph  llis. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Goodconftant  Turtles  thefe  kept  Ladies  are,  1 11  lay 
that  for ’em:  And  good  charitable  publick  fpirited  men  the  Keepers 
to  maintain  women,  as  they  wear  Perfumes  for  the  ufe  of  others-  - 

I  2  Enter 


Enter  Serjeant. 

Oh- Serjeant!  what  effe&of  your  Negotiation  with  my  Husband  ? 

Serj.  Very  little  -  for  when  I  told  him  my  Captain’s  Propofals  to 
have  the  3000 /.his  Sifter  brought,  paid  back,  or  400/.  a  year  fepe- 
rate  maintenance,  beftarted, ftamp’d  and  ftar’cMikeamandiftraifted  : 
He  bid  me  knock  him  on  the  head, (hoot  him—  cut  his  Throat,  or  what 
I  would — I  had  better  do  it,  then  give  him  fuch  Words— 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Indeed  that  was  very  ill  language  to  give  him. 

Serj.  I  told  him  at  iaft,  there  was  no  other  Compoiition  to  be  madej 
but  he  muft  this  Tide  for  Flanders ;  and  you  would  take  all  the  care 
that  could  betoputhimuponfuchdefperate  Adtionsas  might  bring 
him  to  be  knock’t  o’th’  head,  and  that  if  he  did  not  meet  death  that 
way,  he  (hould  be  fure  to  have  it  from  my  Captain’s  hand,  for  the  In- 
juries  he  had  done  his  Sifter.- 1  left  him  Curfing,and  in  Defpair. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  ’Tis  a  great  queftion  whether  he  had  rather  dye,  or 
part  with  the  Money :  But  I’ll  try  one  Experiment  more,  andiflcan- 
not  get  it  by  Stratagem,  away  he  goes  with  my  Brother  to  Flanders : 
And  my  laft  refuge  fliall  be  open  Force,  I’ll  e’n  take  pofleflion  of  his 
Writings,  and  rob  him:  I’ll  exercife  him  firft ,  and  Twinge  my  Bullies 
too.  Have  you  a  File  of  Mufqueteers  ready  in  cafe  of  Refiftance  ? 

Serj.  I  have. 

Mrs.  Gripe,  Come  on- -  \_Fxeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Humphrey  and  Phillis.' 

Sir  Humph.  I  have  found  you  out,  to  confer  with  you  about  fome- 
thing  that  concerns  our  Honour,  and  our  Love. 

Phil l.  And  I  am  to  tell  you  of  fomething  that  concerns  my  Honour, 
and  your  want  of  Love. 

Sir  Humph.  How  Madam  ? 

Ph'll.  Do  you  think  I  am  to  be  valu’d  at  the  rate  of  the  ordinary 
ill-bred  kept  things  of  the  Town. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  have  not  valued  you  fo !  What  does  (he  mean  ? 

Phill.  You  muft  know  Sir— I  look  upon  my  felf  to  be  in  a  manner 
your  Lady— 

Sir  H  mph.  Very  well — I  have  been  a  fine  Coxcomb. 

Phill.  And  do.  you  imagine  that  I,  v  ho  am  in  a  manner  youf 
Lady  will  fufifer  fuch  Debauchery  and  Wickednefs  in  my  Houfe  ? 

Sir  Humph.  How  long  has  it  been  your  Houfe  ? 
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Thill.  Since  yefterday ;  and  ’tis  as  much  mine,  as  if  it  had  defcended 
from  my  Anceftors  thefe  500  years. 

Sir  Humph.  To  whofe  bounty  do  you  owe  it  ? 

Thill.  To  no  bounty;  I  owe  it  to  my  own  Beauty,  and  thofe 
Charms  that  made  you  fettle  it  on  me,  and  my  Faith  and  Conftancy 
has  deferv’d  it  fully — - — 

Sir  Humph.  Mo  ft  excellent  ! 

Thill.  Shall  I  throw  away  the  flow’r  of  all  my  youth,  and  refill  ail 
the  temptations  of  the  fine  Gentlemen  about  the  Town,  without 
thofe  ufual  Settlements  which  Ladies  of  my  Condition  have .-  In  fhort, 
I  am  to  let  you  know  'tis  my  Houfe,  and  I  will  have  no  Abominations 
committed  here  1  it  goes  againft  my  Confidence. 

Sir  Humph.  So — I  have  parted  with  moft  part  of  my  Eftate,  and 
Liberty  to  boot  1  Oh  negligence,  and  want  of  thinking. 

Thill.  To  have  you  and  your  lewd  Companions  Sotting  and  Drink¬ 
ing  ,  and  ufing  all  Licentioufnefs.  But  above  all,  to  have  Whores 
brought  into  my  Houfe  too  !  fuch  filthy  Creatures,  whom  you  know 
I  hate  with  all  my  heart  :  it  melts  me  into  tears  to  think  on’t — 

Sir  Humph.  Be  mollify ’d,  good  Madam ;  I  hope  the  Sin  you  fpeak 
of  is  not  fo  great;for  your  fake - - 

Thill.  Do  you  think  I  will  dilhonour  my  felf  any  longer,  to  fuffer 
thofe  little  ill-bred  Kept-things,  Celia  and  Chloris ,  to  come  to  my 
Houfe  ?  No !  your  Sifters  and  your  Mother  fhall  be  welcom  to  me » 
provided  they  give  me  that  refpecft  which  is  due  to  me  :  I  intend  to 
vifit  and  keep  Company  with  none  but  Perfons  of  Quality - - 

Sir  Humph.  Pray  Mrdam,  who  is  it  that  has  kept  you  ? 

Rhill.  My  Beauty,  and  my  Merit  •  not  your  Bounty — • 

Sir  Humph.  And  are  not  you  a  Tailor’s  Daughter  ? 

Thill.  My  Fortune  makes  me  of  a  good  Family,  and  you  muft 

know,  Sir - -I  have  been  kept  folong,  that  Hook  upon  my  felf  as 

your  Lady  now. 

Sir  Humph.  See  the  damn’d  Rifolence  and  Unreafonablenefs  of  thefe 
Creatures  call’d  Whores  ;  if  a  man  keeps  ’em  from  ftarving  one  year, 
they’d  plague  a  man  ever  after.  If  I  miftake  not,  you  have  told  me 
that  you  lov’d  me. 

Thill.  Tes,  tillyour  wicked  Courfes  have  provok’d  me  beyond  all 
meafure !  and  therefore  pray  confider  of  it,  and  give  me  an  anfwer,  if 
you  refolve  to  perfift — pray  quit  my  Houfe.  Farewel —  [_Ex.  Phillis. 

Sir  Humph.  O  damn’d  Whore  !  I  have  a  way  to  circumvent  thee 
though.-  I  muft  plague  my  felf  to  punifhThee — •  Sir  Humph. 


Enter  Mrs.  Gripe,  Serjeant ,  Gripe,  Richard,  Sir  Chriftopher, 
Heildebrand  and  Blunderbus. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Come !  Where  are  my  Souldiers  ?  I  muft  lofe  no  time; 
but  exercife  you  often ;  for  we  fhall  enter  upon  Action  as  foon  as  we 
come  in  Flanders - 

Gripe.  I  am  not  for  Flanders,  nor  any  Aftion  •  but  A&ions  upon 
the  Cafe. 

Mrs. Gripe.  ’Heart!  does  he  mutter?  Tye  him  neck  and  heels 
quickly - - 

Gripe.  Hold,  hold — you’l  ftifle  me.  I  am  fo  ftiff  I  cannot  bend.' 
Hold,  I  fay,  I  yvill  obey. 

Sir  Chr.  Come  Captain  ,  you  have  done  enough  with  us  5  now 
you  have  own’d  us  before  the  Bailiffs.  Let  us  go,  well  goto  the 
Temple  or  Alfacia  for  refuge  till  the  Bufinels  be  over. 

Bland.  Good  Bully  Captain,  you  over- a  died  your  Part,  and  laid  on 
too  bard  before  the  Bailiffs  tho’ — let  me  tell  you  that. 

Hetld.  You  broke  my  head  ;  Ido  not  ufe  to  put  it  up,  but  upon 
this  occafion. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  muff  keep  drift  Difcipline  amongft  my  Souldiers,’ 
youfhall  find  that  was  nothing. 

Sir  Chr.  Tis  no  matter,  let  that  pafs;  but  now  Captain ,  let’s  be 
in  earneft,  and  go  you  along  and  fup  with  us  in  IVhite- Fryers ,  we’ll 
have  Fiddles  and  Whores  to  entertain  you,  and  roar  like  Dragons, 
and  be  as  merrv  and  as  mad  as  Lightning. 

Be  jhe  black ,  or  be  jhe  brown , 

She  s  the  bejl  in  all  the  Town. 

How  now,  old  Fool  ?  How  do  you  like  a  Souldier’s  life  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Come  Gentlemen,  no  fooling  -  you  have  receiv’d  the 
King’s  M  ney,  and  hisCloaths,  and  I  will  make  you  know  you  are  my 
Souldier: — Stand  to  your  Arms  all ! 

SirChr.  Hah— What  a  Devil  does  he  fay  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Handle  your  Arms,  all :  DamVne !  what  am  I  difi 
obey’d  ?  [ Cudgels  'em. 

Sir  Chr.  ’Sheart !  my  Head  and  Shoulders  /  prithee  Captain  leave 
fooling.  What  a  Devil,  are  you  mad  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Death!  Handle  your  Arms  all-Tll  make  you  know 
your  Officer.  [Cudgels' em  agen. 

Heild.  Ounds!  if  you  ftribe  agen,  I  ll  draw— — 

Blttnd.  Ou:  comes  Porker,  if  you  ftrike  once  more. 

Sir  Chr. 
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SirChr.  Prithee  Captain  leave  off,  you  have  carried  Oh  tneTrol- 
lick  long  enough. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Nay  then  have  at  you  /  Mufqneteers  make  ready. 

\_Enter  a  pie  of  Mufqneteers . 

SirChr .  Make  ready  ?  ha!  what  a  Devil  do  you  mean? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Prefent. 

Sir  Chr.  Hold  !  hold !  Ill  obey. 

\  Hold  ,  hold— well  obey. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  ’Sdeath  you  Dogs,  no  trifling  w  ith  me !  (hall  fuch  Raf- 
cals  as  you  think  it  enough  to  be  Drunk,  and  Swagger ,  beat  Bawds, 
kick  Drawers,  fquabble  with  Conftables  and  Watches,  break  Win¬ 
dows,  and  triumph  in  Drunken  Brawls  and  Street-quarrels,  and  ne¬ 
ver  ferveyour  Countrey.?— If  you  have  Valour,  1 11  make  you  turn 
it  that  way.  *  . 

SirChr.  Good  Captain,  we  did  not  think  you  would  have  us’d  us 
thus  /  w7e  did  not  intend  to  be  Soldiers .  wrc  only  defir’d  to  be  prote¬ 
cted  by  you — for  this  prefent  Occafion — 

Mrs.  Gripe.  What  e’r  you  intended,  my  Company  is  not  compleat,, 
and  I  ll  make  you  know  you  are  the  King  s  Soldiers  now —  Khali 
prote&  noRafcally  Poultroons— if  any  thing  can  do  t-  do  bravely, 
and  your  valour  may  defend  you ;  Death  !  (hall  fuch  idle  lazy  Scoun¬ 
drels  bully,  and  roar  and  boaft  of  drunken  bloodlefs  quarrels  here  at 
Home — While  we  lye  hard,  fuffer  weary  marches,  and  fight  all  in 
blo^d,  for  our  Country  abroad,  hah! - 

SirChr .  Very  fine  /  we  have  brought  our  felves  into  a  pretty 
Condition. 

Bland.  Pox  on  your  Project ,  we  had  as  good  have  been  in  the 
Bailiffs  hands. 

Heild ,  This  damn’d  Captain- -has  ten  Bullies  in  him - 

Sir  Chr.  Who  the  Devil— would  have  thought  it?  a  little  pitiful 
fellow — I  rhought  I  could  have  beaten  two  of  him- - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Ground  your  Arms. 

Sir  Chr.  Thank  you,  good  Captain,  with  all  my  heart  •  (haw7  /  Pox, 
I  knew  be  did  this  but  to  try  us.  Come,  all’s  well  now - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Tye  'em  neck  and  heels  inflantly. 

Sir  Chr.  Nay,  prithee  Captain  don’t  fool  with  us  any  more  now. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Serjeant,  fee  it  done* 

Serj  You  fh ill  find  tis  no  fooling -  5  He  with  the  Mufyueteers 

Sir  Chr.  Why  Capt  ain,  what  a  Devil  l  C  tye  them  neck  and  heels. 

Blnnd.  What  a  Pox ! 

Heild.  Is  the  Devil  in  you  ? 


Mrs* 
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Mrs.  Gripe.  This  is  for  example :  Next  mutiny  I’ll  hang  ye ! 

Gripe.  Now  Rogues  and  Bullies, why  don’t  you  fmg  and  roar  now? 
How  do  you  like  Soldiers  lives  now  ? 

Rich. -Why  look  you,  Comrades,  This  ’tis  to  want  experience  in 
your  Duty  /  you  muft  learn  to  ride  the  wooden  Horle,  once  or  twice 
a  day  too. 

Sir  Chr.  Why  Captain— good  Captain, 

Blund.  Captain,  Zounds,  Captain. 

Heild.  Why  Captain— Death  and  Heart - - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  No  remorfeyet'.  What  you  old  "Villain ,  you  are  re- 
folv’d  not  to  do  my  Sifter  Right,  and  return  her  Portion,  or  fettle  her 
Jointure  on  her  prefently - - 

Gripe.  Ounds/  part  with  3000 /.  I  had  rather  dye. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  And  that  by  Heav'n  thou  (halt  do;  nay  more,  (he  (hall 
take  pofleflion  of  thy  Writings,  thy  Money,  and  thy  Pawns  ;  and 
fatisfie  her  felf. 

Gripe.  How’s  that  ?  That’s  word  of  all - 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas  Peakgoofe. 

Sir  Nich.  Oh  Gentlemen!  where  are  you  ?  you  are  turn’d  Sol¬ 
diers,  I  hear :  you  have  almoft  kill’d  meamongft  you,  and  won  my 
Money, a  deuce  take  ye  !  My  Celia,  will  be  dreadful  angry,  I  am  afraid. 

Sir  Chr.  Rogue !  we  (hall  meet  you. 

Sir  Nich.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  in  this  Condition ,  now  one  may 
fafely  keep  you  Company. 

Mrs. Gripe.  How  now  Sirrah/  who  are  you?  aSoldierin  no  con¬ 
dition  is  to  be  1  aught  at,  by  fuch  an  Infed ,  .a  Maggot  as  thou  art. 

Sir  Nich.  A  Maggot  /  anlnfed — I  am  a  Knight,  Sir. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  You  are  a  Rafcal,  Sir  /  take  that  ■— —  [Cudgels  him. 

Sir  Nich.  Nay  !  I  have  done,  Captain,— If  you  be  angry, I  beg  your 
Pardon,  I  am  going  to  find  out  my  Miftrefs,  Farewell ,  Sir — I  am 
fure  they  have  made  me  cruel  Sick,  a  poife  take  ’em.  [Ex.  Sir  Nich. 

Heild  J’  G°°ci  Captain,  let  usbeunty’d  !  we’ll  obey — — 

Sir  Chr.  Prithee  dear  Captain  do — I  will  be  correfpondent  to 
command,  and  be  a  gentle  Spirit. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Unty  ’em — • — -  They  unty  'em. 

This  is  call’d  a  Receipt  to  tame  a  Bully— I  (hall  (how  you  there’s  more 
than  roaring  goes  to  true  Valour  :  Come,  Hindle  your’ Arms — 

[They  handle  their  Nr  ms. 
Poife  your  Mufqnets — awk»ird  Rafcals  /  Shoulder 
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Shoulder  all - Now,  Puppy, the  wrong  (boulder,  Sot.  [To  Sir  Chr. 

Reft  your  Arms. 

To  the  Right-~Now  old  fool,  can  you  not  tell  your  right  hand  from 
your  left  yet  f 

Gripe.  What  will  become  of  me  ?  I  cannot  bear  this  /  Hcav’n  de¬ 
liver  me  from  this  damn’d  Tyrant ;  my  Wife  will  rob  me  too ,  that’s 
worftof  all - - 

Rich .  You  are  the  ftrangeft  awkard  old  Fellow,  Comrade,  that  ever 
I  faw< - learn  of  me* - 

Mrs.  Gripe.  To  the  right  /  to  the  right  /  now  Rafcai  you  are  to 
the  left. 

Sir  Chr.  Well,  well— what  a  Devil  would  you  have  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  To  the  left,  to  the  left  /  fo,  fo— Now  march--- very 
well- -you  will  come  on  I  fee  in  time--Serjeant,  March  "'em  to  their 
Quarters  here  inthisHoufe  ;  and  (eta  Sentinel  over  every  one  of  em. 

Serj.  I  will  Captain.  Come  march -  [  They  march  after  the  Serj. 

Mrs .  Gripe.  I  do  not  find  that  this  old  Fellow  mollifies  at  all  •  yet 
I’ll  try  one  Experiment  more  upon  him,  and  if  he  relents  not,  my 
Brother  carries  him  in  earneft.  [Exit  Mrs.  Gripe. 

Enter  Chloris. 

Chlo.  ’Tis Eight  a  clock,  fure  the  Captain’s  come  by  this  time!  I 
hope  I  have  not  made  him  ftay — Tis  very  dark -  [ Enter  Celia. 

Celia.  It  has  ftruck  Eight,  where  is  this  dear,  fweet  Captain— I 
hope  he  is  punctual  to  his  affignation— — 

Chlo.  Ha-Ihear  a  noifeof  fome  body— who’s  there  ? 

Celia.  Tis  I,  my  Dear  / 

Chlo.  Where  are  you  ?  [Both  grope  about . 

Celia.  Here!  Give  me  your  hand - 

Chlo.  jOh  my  fweet  Captain.  lBoth  Ur 

Lelta.  iDear,  dear  Captain.  S  * 

Celia.  Ha/  who  s  this,  a  Woman  ? 

Chlo.  Heav’n  what’s  this,  a  Gown  and  Petticoat  ? 

Celia.  Mercy  upon  me  ,  who  are  you  ? 

Chlo.  What’s  that  to  you,  I  will  not  tell  you,  a  malicious  Slut,  to 
watch  me  and  fpoil  my  Affignation - 

Celia.  Oh  /  Thou  poor  envious  Fool,  Thou  expeft  to  meet  the  Cap-’ 
tain,  I  know  thee — Vengeance  on  this  Fool- - 

Chlo.  Yes !  and  fo  do  I  you  ;  and  wonder  you  (hould  be^fuch  a  Fool 
to  expeft  the  Captain :  He  meet  fuch  a  one  as  Thee  ? 


Enter 


Enter  Phillis. 


Thill.  This  is  the  place  and  time  of  meeting ,  nowjbr  my  pretty 
dear  Captain. 

Celia.  Thee !  poor  inconfiderable  Creature 1  He  laughs  at  Thee  to 
my  knowledge. 

Chlo.  Did  he  tell  you  fo  ?  ' 

Celia.  Yes,  hedid — he  fcornsThee  for  thy  Folly,  and  loaths  Thee 
for  thy  Perfon. 

Chlo.  Thou  bely’ft  him!  He  fcorns  thy  words  1  my  Perfon  !  "tis  an 
other — guefs  Perfon  than  thine :  I’d  have  thee  to  know  I  am  fure  he 
hates  Thee. 

Thill.  ’Slife  I  have  fcap’d  a  fine  difcovery  of  my  felf  to  thefetwo 
W enches.They  are  my  Rivals, and  are  quarreling  for  the  Captain  here. 

Chlo.  I  wonder  at  thy  Confidence,  to  think  the  Captain  (hould 
meet  thee !  He  appointed  me  to  meet  him  at  this  time  here ,  about  a 
little  Bufinefs - 

Celia.  A  little  Bufinefs— I  know  your  Bufinefs — but  he  has  no  fuch 
Intention— prithee  Impudence  begon,  he  appointed  me  to  meet  him 
here,  where  I  was  to  confer  with  him,  without  being  troubled  with 
Thee - 

Chlo .  You  confer ! 

Thill.  What  fayThey--This  mull  be  falfe— They  are  conceited! 
Vain  Sluts !  I  am  fure  he  would  meet  none  but  me— I’ll  rout ’em  out 
of  my  Houfe,  I  am  fure - 

Chlo.  If  I  could  fee  thee,  I’d  pull  thy  eyes  out - 

Celia.  Fool  begon— I  laugh  at  Thee. 

Thill.  How  lhall  I  fend  ’em  away ,  and  get  the  Captain  to  my  Self  ? 

Celia.  I  hear  fome  body  1  Who’s  there-— Captain— •  my  Dear ! 

Chlo.  Thy  Dear — here  am  I,  Captain. 

Thill.  I  am  the  Devil  come  to  meet  you  both-'-  C Tn  a  big  V oice. 

Chlo.  Oh  Lord. 

Celia.  Help -  {Shreik  and  run  to  get  out. 

Enter  Sir  Humphrey,  with  a  Candle ,  and  a  Tarfon  with  him. 

Sir  Humph.  How  now  1  what’s  the  matter  here  ? 

Thill.  Oh  unlucky  time/  muft  he  come  tool  Nothing  my  Dear, 
but  I  play’d  the  Rogue,  and  frighted  thefe  two  in  the  dark. 

Celia.  Am  I  difcover’d  to  her— oh  mifchief -  Ex.  Celia. 

Chlo. 
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Chlo.  Mu  ft  (lie  over-hear  me.  I  could  have  born  the  other  down,  if 
Die  had  Spoken  of  it — — —  [Exit  Chlci 

Sir  Humph.  Since  you  are  grown  fo  pious--I  have  brought  a  Learned 
Churchman  to  confer  with  you  about  a  Cafe  of  Confcience,  I  have 
been  in  every  Room  in  the  Houfe  to  find  you  out,  pray  come  along 
with  me - 

Pbill.  I  obey.  -  [Ex.  Sir  Humph. Phillis. 

Enter  Grip  eand  Richard,  Mrs.  Gripe  in  Womans  habit  ^a  M ant  east, 
a  Petticoat ,  and  a  Hood. 
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Gripe.  Oh  Heav’n  and  Earth  /  is  the  perfidious  Jade  my  Wife  here  ? 
were  ever  two  fo  like  in  Face  and  Nature,  as  thefe  accurs’d  Twins — 

Mrs .  Gripe.  My  Dear,  look  not  fo  ftrangely  on  me— for  I  am  fadly 
fenfible  of  my  ownralhnefs,  and  your  great  Injuries  from  my  cruel 
Brother. 

Gripe.  What’s  the  meaning  of  this — I  will, if  pofiible,make  ufe  of  her 
to  get  my  liberty  ,and  if  I  can  get  her  home  to  me, Til  murder  her - - 

Mrs .  Gripe.  I  am  come  full  of  Sorrow  and  Repentance, having  been 
at  my  Brother’s  Lodging  ever  fince  the  moment  of  my  Efcape  ;  and 
not  hearing  of  your  ulage  till  now— if  you  will  pardon  me,  I  will  pro- 
poundfome  means  for  your  Liberty,  and  go homeandfubmit  wholly 
to  your  pleafure — - 

Gripe.  My  deareft  Wife !  now  thou  art  thy  felf  agen— I  fliall  be  tran- 
fported  to  receive  thee  into  my  Arms. 

I  think  ftrangling  will  be  a  very  good  Death- for  her  as  canbe~[  dfide. 

Mrs. Gripe.  Can’ft  thou  forgive  me,  Deareft? 

Gripe .  Oyes,  my  Dear,  and  love  thee  as  well  as  e’r  I  did — 

Or  if  I  (hould  run  her  through  with  my  Sword,  and  fay  (he  kill’d  her 
felf -  Zsfjide. 

Mrs. Gripe.  I  would  go  for  my  Lord  Chief  Juftices  Warrant,  and 
raife  the  Town,  but  I’d  releafe Thee;  but  my  rafh  Brother  knowing 
what  my  Conjugal  affedlions  would  prompt  me  to,  when  I  came  to 
follicit  for  your  Liberty,  he  put  me  under  the  handsOf  his,Serjeanr> 
and  I  am  as  much  confin’d  as  you  :  The  time  grows  fhort,and  we  muflt 
think  of  fome  fudden  way  to  prevent  your  Voyage - , 

Gripe.  Dear  heart!  I  can  never  reward  thee  enough  for  thy  kirid- 
nefstome— if  we  get  home  again  together,  thou  (halt  be  as  free  as 
thou  cart  ft  wiflrtobe — - 

Let  me  fee,  a  fmall  knitting  Needle  under  her  left  Arm  wh.enthe’s 

afleep,  will  do  the  bufinels  rarely - —  L^fide. 

K  2  What 
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What  can'ft  thou  propound  for  me  to  do  ?  my  deareft  Heart. 

Airs.  Gripe .  There’s  no  way  left,  but  to  leem  to  comply  with  him  . 
for  he  is  relolutely  bent- - —  . 

Gripe.  Comply  !  w  hat  to  go  for  Flanders  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  No — in  that  let-tlement  he  propofes  for  me. 

Gripe.  Mercy  on  me!  What  3000/.  or  400/.  a  year  feparate  Main¬ 
tenance  /  oh — I  lliall  taint !  y’have  ftruck  me  dead.  ’SheartJ  what  a 
Sum  is  that  T 

Rich.  I  have  a  fmall  Brandy-Bottle,,  his  Soldier-like,  and  very 
Comfortable. 

Mrs.  Gripe .  ’Tis  nothing  in  thv  Wealth. 

C^e.Nothing!Darnnation]knock  me  o’th  head, or  cut  my  Throat— 
If  I  (hould  fmother  her  with  a  Bolfter,  and  give  out  (lie  dy’d  of  an  Apo- 
plexj  /  that’s  the  mod  fecret  way  I  have  thought  on  yet..  [4fide. 
If  you  love  me  ,  why  d-d  you  not  refufethat  fettlement  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  did,  and  told  him  I  would  not  accept  on’t  /  at  which 
he.was  enrag’d,  and  told  me, though  I  was  a  Fool  for  my  felf,  he  would 
not  be  fo  forme .  he  was  rcfolv’d  you  (hould  do  it,  or  fuffer  the  laft 
extremity  •  and  hes  fo  inflam’d,  he  may  for  ought  I  know  throw  thee 
overboard  in  the  Voyage,  if  thourefufefl:. 

Gripe .  Lethimdo’t:  Ounds,  3000  /.  or  400/.  a  year  !  lethim  do't, 
let  him  dot,  let  him  do’t,  I  fay. 

Mrs. Gripe.  Why  my  Dear!  if  thou  fign’ft  that  Deed,  Ill  returnit 
thee  again.  And  be  thy  mod  obedient  Wife. 

Gripe.  Poor  Rogue  /  wilt  thou  ?  that’s  kind  indeed;  prithee  kifs 
me*  my.  pretty  Dear  :  Thou  overjoy ’fl:  me  with  thy  Love/ 
Hah— I  have  thought  on  the  beft  way,  if  I  can  get  her  home  with  me, 
I’ll  give  her  Opium  in  her  drink, and  that  ne  r  a  Do&or  or  Chyrurgeon 
on  ’em  all  can  difcover,when  they  open  her.  Ay,  it  (hall  be  fo !—  [  dfide .. 

Mrs .  Gripe,  The  leaft  thing  I  could  hear  him  propound,  was  to 
feizeupon  thy  Jewels  and  thy  Deeds,* and  fecure’emin  a  Friend’s 
hands  of  his,  till  he  had  reduc’d  you  to  comply. 

Gripe.  O  Devil  /  that’s  worft  of  all. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Truft  me,  >ve  are  one  fled),  our  interefts  are  one :  I  dial! 
reftore  Thy  Deed,  and  be  fubjeft ;  for  my  Confcience  will  not  let  me 
part  from  Thee,  tho’theradinefs  of  my  paffion  mademefly. 

Gripe .  Poor  Lamb!  if  I  had  thee  fafeat  home,  Fd  ne’r  give  thee 
Occafion  more :  prithee  go  to  thy  damn’d  Brother,  and  try  to  mollifie 
him  farther,  while  I  retire  and  confider  of  this. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I  v.  ill,  my  Dear — one  kifs  firff. 

Gripe,  Oh?  ’tis  a  Dear  Soul ! 

Well, 
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Well,  (he  takes  Opium ,  that’s  certain  .  for  while  (lie  lives,  I  (hall  never 
be  at  reft  from  this  Devilliih  Rafcal  her  Brother. 

Serj.  Go  into  your  Quarter  '•  come  Madam -  \_Exettnt. 

Enter  Bellamy,  Celia,  Wildman,  Chloris. 

Bell.  If  you  don’t  find  me  as  obfequious,  and  as  kind  a  Keeper  as  the 
beft  of  ’em - - 

Cel'm.  I  muft  confefs  vou  fpeak  reafonably,  and  like  a  Gentleman. 
But  I  (hall  break  S\t  Nicholas’s  heart - 

BcH.  You  have  broken  his  Fortune,  and  when  that’s  gone,  *tis  no 
matter  for  his  heart. 

Celia.  That  indeed  is  undeniable,  and  I  can  no  longer  refift  tho(e 
Charms  which  before  fubdu’d  me. 

Chlo.  I  muft  confefs  you  fpeak  (o  like  a  urorthy  perfon ,  and  (hew 
fuch  figns  of  Love  to  me,  that  I  cannot  but  think  you  the  fineft  perfon 
in  the  world ;  but  Sir  Chriflopher  will  kill  me  if  I  (hould  leave  him. 

tVili.  Lerme  alone  to  defend  the  heart  I  gain  .•  Befides,  he’s  undon ! 
a  beggarly  fellow,  and  is  going  a  Redcoat  into  Flanders. 

CUo.  Indeed  he  has  been  extravagant,  and  run  out  a  great  part  of 
his  Eftate .  and  I  hate  a  man  that  has  run  out  his  Fortune :  I  vow  I  do, 
with  my  heart. 


Enter  Sir  Nicholas  Peakgoofe. 

Sir  Nich.  Ah  my  Dear,  art  thou  there  ?  I  am  come  at  laft  to  thee, 
pretty  one. 

Celia.  Get  you  gon,  you  drunken  Sot ;  you  were  drunk  with  Bul¬ 
lies,  and  loft  your  Watch  and  Ring.  • 

Sir  Nich.  Why  look  you  there,  I  thought  what  ’twould  come  to  ; 
As  I  hope  to  be  fav’d  I  could  not  help  it  j  They  wmnld  have  kill’d  me  if 
I  had  not  drank  and  play’d  with  them,  and  I  knew  you  would  have 
been  very  angry,  if  I  had  been  kill’d.  . 

Celia.  Get  you  gone ,  you  impertinent  Coxcomb !  muft  you  come- 
and  interrupt  me,  w’hen  I  am  talking  with  a  Gentleman  ';  have  you 
no  breeding  ? 

Sir  Nich.  Well,  well,  fay  no  more.  I’ll  ftand  by,  and  wait  till 
you  have  done. 

*  i 

O  .W.  £ntcr 
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Enter  Sir  Humphrey,  Phillis,  Pur  [on  and  Steward. 

Sir  Humph.  Call  in  all  my  Servants.  Nowall  this  Company  take 
notice,  I  am  married  to  this  Lady— Here’s  the  Canonical  Officer  that 
executed  us. 

Parf.  I  did  Marry  ’em  as  the  Church  appoints. 

Bell.  How  Married/ 

Wild.  To  his  Wench  ? 

Sir  Humph.  Gentlemen,  you  feem  to  wonder  at  my  proceeding !  I 
found  myTelf  involv’d  on  a  fudden  ,  beyond  any  other  redemption, 
and  therefore  chofe  this,  which  I  hope  will  fet  me  free.  This  fhe- 
py  rat  had  rob’d  me  of  what  my  extravagance  had  left  free,  and  I  have 
taken  Letters  of  Reprifal,  and  have  gotten  my  own  agen. 

Bell.  Iwilhyoujoy. 

Wild.  Muchhappinefs  to  you. 

i Sir  Humph.  She  is  thegreateft  Fortune  I  could  have  gotten,  nor 
do  I  know  why  a  Manlhould  not  fit  a  Woman  that  perhaps  may  laft 
him  his  life  time,  and  yet  draw  ona  Shoe  that  he  is  to  wear  but  two 
days  before  he  take  it. 

Chlo>  I  with  your  Ladifhip  much  Joy .  ’tis  a  great  honour  to  our  Fun¬ 
ction  to  have  one  of  it  fo  advanced. 

Celia.  Iwifh  your  Ladiihipmuch  Happinefs-but  there’s  no  Wife 
lives  like  one  of  us — let  me  tell  her  that. 

# 

fitter  Mrs .  Gripe,  Serjeant ,  Gripe,  *57rChriftopher,  Blun- 
derbus  and  Heildebrand. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Sir  Humphrey ,  I  have  fudden  Orders  from  the  General 
to  Embark  this  Tide  with  my  Soldiers  .  I  came  hearing  of  your  Mar¬ 
riage,  to  with  you  joy,  and  take  my  leave  of  you - 

Sir  Humph.  Sir,  I  humbly  thank  you,  and  wifh  you  a  good  Voyage. 

Wild.  Now  /  delire  all  this^good  Cortipany  to  be  WitneiTes  to  the 
Agreement  made  between  me,  and  this  Lady. 

Sir  Chr.  What  a  Pox  does  he  fay  ?  • 

Wild.  It  is  agreed  by  and  between  the  Parties  above  mention’d, 
that  I  am  to  have  the  foie  ufe  of  this  Ladies  Perfon ,  to  my  own  pro¬ 
per  behoof,  paying  the  Sum  of  400/.  a  year,  and  buying  a  pretty 
convenient  Coach  and  Horfes  :  what  fay  you  ? 

Ch!o.  It  is  a  bargain. 

Sir  Chr.  Oh  damn’dconfounded  Jade,  wilt,  thou  leave  me  ? 


(70 

fVild.  Good  words  Red-Coat,  or  Til  cut  your  Throat. 

Chlo.  You  are  going  for  a  Soldier,  and  leaving  me. 

Sir  Nic.Aylyoja  are  going  for  a  Soldier!  what  would  you  have  her  do? 
I  warrant  you  won  t  take  my  Celia  at  this;  I'll  truft  her  pretty 
Rogue - 

SirChr.  You  damn’d  Impudent  Rafcal!  muft  you  prate?  Sirrah1, 
take  that. 

Sir  Nich.  Ay  1  ’tisno  matter,  I  han’t  loft  my  Miftrefs* 

Bell  Now  hear  us  a  little  :  Item ,  It  is  articled  and  agreed  between 
this  Lady  and  me,  that  I  am  to  ufe,  poflefs  and  enjoy  the  Tenement  of 
ofherPerfon  without  any  lett,  hinderance,  or  moleltation  whatfoe- 
ver,  buying  A  Coach  and  Horfes,  as  aforefaid  .  and  paying  the  annual 
Rent  of  400/.  per  annum,  of  lawful  Money  of  England .  half  yearly 
by  true  and  equal  portions:  The  firft  payment  to  be  made  at  the 
Temple-Hall ,  at  the  Feaft  of  the  Annunciation,  and  the  next  at  the  Feaft 
of  St.  Michael. 

Sir  Nich.  Hold  Sir  /  not  fo  faft,  I  forbid  the  Banes  !  flies  mine  / 
why  I  have  fpent  half  my  Eftate  upon  her. 

Bell.  Stand  away,  poor  Coxcomb !  what  fay  you  Madam. 

Celia .  It  is  a  Match. 

Sir  Nich.  O  Lord !  Oh  Lord  !  will  you  ferve  me  fo  ?  what  will  be¬ 
come  of  me  ? 

Celia .  Go!  get  you  home,  and  live  civilly  with  your  Wife;  and 
look  after  your  Children  as  an  honeft  man  (hould.  sTis  time. 

Sir  Nich .  Ay — It  may  thank  you  that  I  did  not  do  it  before,  that  it 
may — I  will  go  hide  my  head  in  a  hole,  and  ne’r  be  feen  again. 

Enter  Mrs .  Gripe,  Serjeant ,  Gripe,  and  the  reft . 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Come  Serjeant !  get  the  Barge  ready. 

Gripe.  What  a  Devil  (hall  I  do  ?  If  I  Seal  that  Deed,  and  ever  get 
her  into  my  Cuftody,  V 11  have  it  again,  and  her  life  to  boot. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  your  humble  Servant. 

Gripe.  Hold,  hold — If  there  be  no  remedy,  I  will  Seal  that  Deed — 

Mrs. Gripe.  Comeonthen!  doit,  and  I’ll  releafe  you. 

[He  figns  and  feals . 

Gripe.  I  deliver  this  as  my  A<S  and  Deed. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Now  Gentlemen,  be  pleas’d  to  witnefs  it - 

Sir  Humph.  With  all  my  heart- -  [Sir  Humphrey  writes. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  So!  Now  there  remains  anQther  thing!  you  muft  re^ 
leafe  thefe  Gentlemen  for  their  Riot  at  your  Houfe,  or  go  ftill. 

Gripe.  Well- -I  do  releafe ’em. 

Rich.  Good  Sir !  do  not  releafe  me .  for  1  muft  go  home  and  ftarve 
with  him — I  had  better  go  ana  be  kill’d  with  you.  Mrs . 
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My $.  Gripe.  No— I  retain  you  as  my  Servant.  And  now  good 
Mr.  Gripe,  your  much  abus’d  Wife  is  free,  and  thanks  you  for  her 
Liberty. 

Gripe.  O  Devil  !  Is  it  die  all  this  while  ? 

Ladies.  A  Woman  1 

Mrs,  Gripe.  YesLadies5  lam;  but  wilh  my  felf  a  Man,  for  your 
fakes, .and  my  own. 

Sir  Humph.  How  this  Miftake  was  carried  ? 

Mrs.  Gripe.  I’ll  bring  my  Brother  to  thank  you  for  your  favours 
to  me,  and  then  you  1  Miftake  as  much. 

Gripe.  Ami  thus  Cozen’d - I’ll  go  home,  and  ftarve  to  Death. 

The  Devil  take  you  all — and  fo  farewel — —  \_£xit  Gripe. 

Sir  Chr.  Cudgel’d  and  beaten  thus  damnably  by  a  Woman !  I  hope 
She  Captain,  you  will  releafc  us  now— — • 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Yes  go — I’ll  have  no  Bullies  in  my  Company  now. 

Blund.  ’Sheart !  were  ever  men  fo  dilhonour  ’d  as  we  / 

Heild.  Beaten  and  bruis’d  by  a  Woman ! 

Sir  Chr.  As  for  that  damn’d  Jade,  I  will  fcowr  and  break  her  Win¬ 
dows  every  night  in  the  year. 

Mrs.  Gripe.  Now  all  ye  Husbands,  let  me  Warn  ye/ 

If  you’d  preferve  your  Honours,  or  your  Lives  • 

Ne’r  dare  be  Tyrants  ore  your  Lawful  Wives. 

XJExeunt  Omnes. 
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